

DEI.HI UNIVERSITY i»IBRARY 

Cl. No. C). ^ 25 CIa’^ 


Ac. Ho. \{^8o6 1 b I t'j WDS 

This book should be returned on or before the date 
last stamped below* An overdue charge of one 
anna will be charged for each day the book is kept 
overtime. 





WAVERLEY NOVELS 

FORTY-EIGIir VOLUMES 


VOLUME XLVl. 




COUNT ROBRRT OF PARIS 


AND 

THE SURGEON’S DAUGHTER 


BV 

Sir WALTER SCOTT, Bart. 


mrH INTRODUCTORr SSSAT AND D(J)rES 
By ANDREW LANG 

TEN ETCHINGS 
VOLUME IL 



LONDON 

JOHN C. NIMMO 

14, KING WILLIAM STREET, STRAND 


MDCCCXCIV 


Printed by Ballantyne, Hanson 8c Co. 

/ Me* BaUnntyne Press^ Edinburgh 



LIST OF ETCHINGS. 

PRINTED BY F. GOULDTNG, LONDON. 


VOLUME THE SECOND. 

The Combat. Drawn by W. Hatherell, R.I Etched by 

W. Boucher (p. 196) ... Frontispiece 

Bertha in the Camp. Drawn by W. Hatherell, R.I. 

Etched by V. Focillon , To face payc 54 

Ursbl on the Terrace. Drawn by W. Hatherell, R.I. 

Etched by L. Kratk^.134 

In the Hospital. Drawn by W. B. Wollen, R.I. 

Etched by L. Kratke.358 

The Pretended Fakir. Drawn by W. B. Wollen, R.I. 

Etched by F. S. Walker . . . 470 




II. 





TALES OF MY LANDLORD. 

FOURTH AND LAST SERIES. 

COLLECTED AND ARRANGED 

BY 

JEDEDIAH CLEISHBOTHAM, 

SCHOOLMASTER AND PARISH-CLERK OF GANDERCLEUCH. 


The European with the Asian shore— 

Sophia's cupola with golden gleam— 

The cypress groves—Olympus high and hoar— 

The twelve isles, and.the more than I could dream, 

Far less describe, present the very view 
That charm’d the charming Mary Montagu. 

Don Juan» 




C 




COUNT ROBERT OF PARIS. 




COUNT EOBEET OF PAEIS. 


CHAPTER I. 


She comeB ! she comes ! in all the charms of youth, 
Unequall’d love, and unsuspected truth I 


Hereward was not long in tracing the cry through 
the wooded walks, when a female rushed into his 
arms; alarmed, as it appeared, by Sylvan, who 
was pursuing her closely. The figure of Here¬ 
ward, with his axe uplifted, put an instant stop to 
his career, and, with a terrified note of his native 
cries, he withdrew into the thickest of the adjoin¬ 
ing foliage. 

Eelieved from his presence, Hereward had time 
to look at the female whom he had succoured. 
She was arrayed in a dress which consisted of 
several colours, that which predominated being a 
pale yellow; her tunic was of this colour, and, 
like a modern gown, was closely fitted to the body, 
which, in the present case, was that of a tall but 
very well-formed person. The mantle, or upper 
garment, in which the whole figure was wrapped, 
was of fine cloth; and the kind of hood which was 
attached to it, having flown back with the rapidity 
of her motion, gave to view the hair, beautifully 
adorned*and twisted into a natural headdress. 
Beneath this natural headgear appeared a face pale 
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as death, from a sense of the supposed danger, but 
which preserved, even amidst its terrors, an ex¬ 
quisite degree of beauty. 

Hereward was thunderstruck at this apparition. 
The dress was neither Grecian, Italian, nor of the 
costume of the Franks; — it was Saxon ! — con¬ 
nected by a thousand tender remembrances with 
Hereward's childhood and youth. The circum¬ 
stance was most extraordinary. Saxon women, 
indeed, there were in Constantinople, who had 
united their fortunes with those of the Varangians; 
and those often chose to wear their national dress 
in the city, because the character and conduct of 
their husbands secured them a degree of respect 
which they might not have met with either as 
Grecian or as stranger females of a similar rank. 
But almost all these were personally known to 
Hereward. It was no time, however, for reverie 
— he was himself in danger — the situation of the 
young female might be no safe one. In every case, 
it was judicious to quit the more public part of 
tlie gardens; he therefore lost not a moment in 
conveying the fainting Saxon to a retreat he for¬ 
tunately was acquainted with. A covered path, 
obscured by vegetation, led through a species of 
labyrinth to an artificial cave, at the bottom of 
which, half paved with shells, moss, and spar, lay 
the gigantic and half-recumbent statue of a river 
deity, with its usual attributes — that is, its front 
crowned with water-lilies and sedges, and its 
ample hand half resting upon an empty urn. The 
attitude of the whole figure corresponded with the 
motto—“I SLEEP — AWAKE ME NOT.” 

“ Accursed relic of paganism, ” said Hereward, 
who was, in proportion to his light, a zealous 



COUNT ROBERT OE PARIS. 


3 


Christian — " brutish stock or stone that thou art I 
I will wake thee with a vengeance. ” So saying, 
he struck the head of the slumbering deity with 
his battle-axe, and deranged the play of the foun¬ 
tain so much that the water began to pour into 
the basin. 

" Thou art a good block nevertheless, ” said the 
Varangian, " to send succour so needful to the aid 
of my poor countrywoman. Thou shalt give her 
also, with thy leave, a portion of thy couch. ” So 
saying, he arranged his fair burden, who was as 
yet insensible, upon the pedestal where the figure 
of the river god reclined. In doing this, his 
attention was recalled to her face, and again and 
again he was thrilled with an emotion of hope, 
but so excessively like fear, that it could only be 
compared to the flickering of a torch, uncertain 
whether it is to light up or be instantly extin¬ 
guished. With a sort of mechanical attention, he 
continued to make such efforts as he could to 
recall the intellect of the beautiful creature before 
him. His feelings were those of the astronomical 
sage, to whom the rise of the moon slowly restores 
the contemplation of that heaven, which is at 
once, as a Christian, his hope of felicity, and, as a 
philosopher, the source of his knowledge. The 
blood returned to her cheek, and reanimation, and 
even recollection, took place in her earlier than in 
the astonished Varangian. 

" Blessed Mary! she said, " have I indeed 
tasted the last bitter cup, and is it here where 
thou reunitest thy votaries after death ? — Speak, 
Hereward I if thou art aught but an empty creature 
of the imagination! — speak, and tell me, if I 
have but dreamed of that monstrous ogre I ** 
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" Collect thyself, my beloved Bertha, ” said the 
Anglo-Saxon, recalled by the sound of her voice, 
" and prepare to endure what thou livest to wit¬ 
ness, and thy Hereward survives to tell. That 
hideous thing exists — nay, do not start, and look 
for a hiding-place — thy own gentle hand with a 
riding-rod is sufficient to tame its courage. And 
am I not here, Bertha? Wouldst thou wish 
another safeguard ? ” 

"No — no,” ex claimed she^ seizing on the arm 
of her recovered lover. " Do I not know you 
^ow ?^—---- 

" And is it but now v ou know me, Bertha ? ” 
said Hereward. 

" I suspected before, ” she said, casting down her 
eyes; " but I know with certainty that mark of 
the boar's tusk." 

Hereward suffered her imagination to clear itself 
from the shock it had received so suddenly, before 
he ventured to enter upon present events, in which 
there was so much both to doubt and to fear. He 
permitted her, therefore, to recall to her memory 
all the circumstances of the rousing the hideous 
animal, assisted by the tribes of both their fathers. 
She mentioned in broken words the flight of arrows 
discharged against the boar by young and old, 
male and female, and how her own well-aimed but 
feeble shaft wounded him sharply; she forgot not 
how, incensed at the pain, the creature rushed 
upon her as the cause, laid her palfrey dead upon 
the spot, and would soon have slain her, had not 
Hereward, when every attempt failed to bring his 
horse up to the monster, thrown himself from his 
seat, and interposed personally between the boar 
and Bertha. The battle was not decided without 
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a desperate struggle; the boar was slain, but 
Hereward received the deep gash upon his brow 
which she whom he had saved now recalled to her 
memory. " Alas! ” she said, “ what have we been 
to each other since that period? And what are 
we now, in this foreign land?” 

“Answer for thyself, my Bertha,” said the 
Varangian, “if thou canst;—and if thou canst 
with truth say that thou art the same Bertha who 
vowed affection to Hereward, believe me, it were 
sinful to suppose that the saints have brought us 
together with a view of our being afterwards 
separated. ” 

“ Hereward, ” said Bertha, “ you have not pre¬ 
served the bird in your bosom safer than I have; 
at home or abroad, in servitude or in freedom, 
amidst sorrow or joy, plenty or want, my thought 
was always on the troth I had plighted to 
at the stone of Odin. ” (aj^ 

more of that, ” said Hereward; “ it 
was an impious rite, and good could not come 
of it. ” 

“ Was it then so impious ? ” she said, the un¬ 
bidden tear rushing into her large blue eye. 

“ Alas! it was a pleasure* to reflect that Hereward 
was mine by that solemn engagement! ” 

“ Listen to me, my Bertha, ” said Hereward, 
taking her hand: “ we were tb ftTi almnat. 
a nd though our vow was in itself innocent, vet it , 
was so far wrong, as being sworn in the presence 
oTa dumb id ol, representing one who was, while 
alive, a Dioody and cruel magician. But we will, 

1 See Editor^s Notes at the end of the Volume. Wherever a 
similar reference occurs, the reader will understand that the same 
direction applies. 
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the instant an opportunity offers itself, renew our 
vow before a shrine of real sanctity, and promise 
suitable penance for our ignorant acknowledgment 
of Odin, to propitiate the real Deity, who can bear 
us through those storms of adversity which are 
like to surround us.” 

Leaving them for the time to their love-dis¬ 
course, of a nature pure, simple, and interesting, 
we shall give, in few words, all that the reader 
needs to know of their separate history between 
the boar’s hunt and the time of their meeting in 
the gardens of Agelastes. 

In that doubtful state experienced by outlaws,. 
Waltheoff, the father of Hercward, and Engelred" 
the parent of Be rtha, used t o assemble their un- 
subdued tribes, sometimes ih the fertile regions of 
Devonshire, sometimes in the dark wooded soli¬ 
tudes of Hampshire, but as much as possible 
within the c all of the bugle of the famous Ederic^ 
the Forester, so long leader of mairngpi^r 

The chiefs we have mentioned were 
among the last bold men who asserted the inde¬ 
pendence of the Saxon race of England; and like 
their captain, Ederic, they were generally known 
by the name of Foresters, as men who lived by 
hunting, when their power of making excursions 
was checked and repelled. Hence they made a 
step backwards in civilisation, and became more 
like to their remote ancestors of German descent, 
than they were to their more immediate and civi¬ 
lised predecessors, who, before the battle of Has¬ 
tings, had advanced considerably in the arts of 
civilised life. 

Old superstitions had begun to revive among 
them, and hence the practice of youths and maidens 
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plighting their troth at the stone circles dedi¬ 
cated, as it was supposed, to Odin, in whom, 
however, they had long ceased to nourish any of 
the sincere belief which was entertained by their 
heathen ancestors. 

In another respect these outlaws were fast reas¬ 
suming a striking ne culiaritv of the ancient Ger- 
mans. Their circumstances natur a lly brought the 
youth of both sexes much together, and by early 
mamageT or less permanent cormect ions. the popu- 
Tation would have inPTPJlS Prl far fli Q means 

"w^h the outla ws had to maintain, or even to 
prot^t the mselve^ The laws of the Foresters, 
therefore, strictly enjoined that marriages should 
be prohibited until th e bridegroom was twenty-one 
years com plete: Future alliances were indeed 
often formed by the young people, nor was this 
discountenanced by their parents, provided that 
the lovers waited until the period when the 
majority of the bridegroom should permit them to 
marry. Such youths as infringed this rule in¬ 
curred the dishonourable epithet of niddering, or 
worthless, — an epithet of a nature so insulting, 
that men were known to have slain themselves 
rather than endure life under such opprobrium. 
But the offenders were very few amidst a race 
trained in moderation and self-denial; and hence 
it was that woman, worshipped for so many years 
like something sacred, was received, when she 
became the head of a family, into the arms and 
heart of a husband who had so long expected her, 
was treated as something more elevated than the 
mere idol of the moment, and, feeling the rate at 
which she was valued, endeavoured by her actions 
to make her life correspond with it. 
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It was by the whole population of these tribes, 
as well as their parents, t hat after the adventure 
of the boar-hunt Herewarct and Bertha were con- 
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laws. H e assembled his Norman forces, and 

imitp.d hnriy SaYnnsi who "had 

•mitt ed t.n Bis He thns brought an over¬ 

powering fo rce upon the bands of Waltheoff a nd 
Engelred^-who found no resource but to throw the 
fe males of their tri he^ and such as could not bear 

which Kenelm their relation was prior, and then, 
turning to the battle, vindicated their ancient 
valour by fighting it to the last. Both the un¬ 
fortunate chiefs remained dead on the field, and 
Hereward and his brother had well-nigh shared 


their fate; but some Saxon inhabitants of the 
neighbourhood, who adventured on the field of 
battle, which the victors had left bare of every¬ 
thing save the booty of the kites and the ravens, 
found the bodies of the youths still retaining life. 
As they were generally well known and much 
beloved by these people, Hereward and his brother 
were taken care of till their wounds began to 
close, and their strength returned. Hereward then 
heard the doleful news of the death of his father 
and Engelred. His next inquiry was concerning 
his betrothed bride and her mother. The poor 
inhabitants could give him little information. 
Some of the females who had taken refuge in the 
convent the NTorman knights and nobles had seized 
upon as their slaves, and the rest, with the monks 
who had harboured them, were turned adrift, and 
their place of retreat was completely sacked and 
burnt to the ground. 

Half dead himself at hearing these tidings, 
Hereward sallied out, and at every risk of death — 
for the Saxon Forasters were treated as outlaws — 
commenced inquiries after those so dear to him. 
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He asked concerning the particular fate of Bertha 
and her mother, among the miserable creatures 
who yet hovered about the neighbourhood of the 
convent, like a few half-scorched bees about their 
smothered hive. But, in the magnitude of their 
own terrors, none had retained eyes for their 
neighbours, and all that they could say was that 
the wife and daughter of Engelred were certainly 
lost; and their imaginations suggested so many 
heart-rending details to this conclusion, that Here- 
ward gave up all thoughts of further researches, 
likely to terminate so uselessly and so horribly. 

The young Saxon had been all his life bred up 
in a patriotic hatred to the Normans, who did not, 
it was likely, become dearer to his thoughts in 
consequence of this victory. He dreamed at first 
of crossing the Strait, to make war against the 
hated enemy in their own country; but an idea so 
extravagant did not long retain possession of his 
mind. His fate was decided by his encountering 
an aged palmer, who knew, or pretended to have 
known, his father, and to be a native of England. 
This man was a disguised Varangian, selected tor 
the purpose, possessed of art and dexterity, and 
well provided with money. He had little diffi¬ 
culty in persuading Hereward, in the hopeless 
desolation of his condition, to join the Varangian 
Guard, at this moment at war with the Normans, 
under which name it suited H e rewar d pyeposs e s* 
sions to represent the Empe r^^*« Rnhogh, 

^uiscardTliis son Bohemond. and gt-her advent, 
turers. in Ital y. Gre ppft, or A journey to 

tlie East also inferred a pilgrimage, and gave the 
unfortunate Hereward the chance of purchasing 
pardon for his sins by visiting the Holy Land. 
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In gaining Hereward, the recruiter also secured 
the services of his elder brother, who had vowed 
not to separate from him. 

The high character of both brothers for courage 
induced this wily agent to consider them as a 
great prize, and it was from the memoranda re¬ 
specting the history and character of those whom 
he recruited, in which the elder had been unre¬ 
servedly communicative, that Agelastes picked up 
the information respecting Hereward*s family and 
circumstances, which, at their first secret inter¬ 
view, he made use of to impress upon the Varan¬ 
gian the idea of his supernatural knowledge. 
Several of his companions in arms were thus 
gained over; for it will easily be guessed, that 
these memorials were intrusted to the keeping of 
Achilles Tatius, and he, to further their joint 
purposes, imparted them to A g elastes. who thus 
obtained a general cre dit for Rupernatural know- 
l edge among these ignorant men. But Hereward*s 
blunt faith and hon^esty enabled him to shun the 
snare. 

Such being the fortunes of Hereward, those of 
Bertha formed the subject of a broken and pas¬ 
sionate communication between the lovers, broken 
like an April day, and mingled with many a 
tender caress, such as modesty permits to lovers 
when they meet again unexpectedly after a separa¬ 
tion which threatened to be eternal. But the story 
may be comprehended in few words. Amid the 
general sack of the monastery, an oU Norman 
knight fl&i7Pfl ppf m jjertha as his nrize. .S trnck 
with her beautyT he designed her as an attendant 
npnTi htg rlfnight.ftr, jnat then come out of the years 
of childhood, and the very apple of her father’s 
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eye, being the only child of his beloved countess, 
and sent late in life to bless their marriage bed. 
It was in the order of things that the ^Lady of 
Aspramonte, who was co nsiderably younger thaj i 
thekmght, should govern her husband, and that 
] foenhilda, their daughter, should govern both her 
parents. 

The Knight of Aspramonte, however, it may be 
observed, entertained some desire to direct his 
young offspring to more feminine amusements than 
those which began already to put her life fre¬ 
quently in danger. Contradiction was not to be 
thought of, as the good old knight knew by expe¬ 
rience. The influence and example of a companion 
a little older than herself might be of some avail, 
and it was with this view that, in the confusion 
of the sack, Aspramonte seized upon the youthful 
Bertha. Terrified to the utmost degree, she clung 
to her mother, and the Knight of Aspramonte, 
who had a softer heart than was then usually 
found under a steel cuirass, moved by the affliction 
of the mother and daughter, and recollecting that 
the former might also be a useful attendant upon 
his lady, extended his protection to both, and, 
conveying them out of the press, paid the soldiers 
who ventured to dispute the spoil with him, partly 
in some small pieces of money, and partly in dry 
blows with the reverse of his lance. 

The well-natured knight soon after returned to 
his own castle, and being a man of an orderly life 
and virtuous habits, the charming beauties of the 
^xon virgin, and the more ripened charms of heiL 
nmtker, did not prevent th eir travelling in 
h onour as well as safety to liis family tw 

castle of A spramonte. Here such masters as could 
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be procured were got together to teach the young 
Bertha every sort of female accomplishment, in 
the h np^ that, hp.r Tnistress^ Brenhilda, migh t be 
inspired with a desire to partake in her education; 
but although this so far succeeded, that the Saxon 
captive became highly skilled in such music, 
needlework, and other female accomplishments as 
were known to the time, yet her young mistress, 
Brenhilda, retained the taste for those martial 
amusements which had so sensibly grieved her 
father, but to which her mother, who herself had 
nourished such fancies in her youth, readily gave 
sanction. 

The captives, however, were kindly treated. 
Brenhilda became in finitely attached to th e you ng. 
Anglo-Saxon, w hom she loved less for her in¬ 
genuity in arts than for her activity in field sports, 
to which her early state of independence had 
trained her. 

The Lady of Aspramonte was also kind to both 
the captives; but, in one particular, she exercised 
a piece of petty tyranny over them. She had 
imbibed an idea, strengthened by an old doting 
father-confessor, that the Saxons were heathens at 
that time, or at least heretics, and made a positive 
point with her husband that the bondswoman and 
girl who were to attend on her person and that of 
her daughter should be qualified for the office by 
being anew admitted into the Christian Church by 
baptism. 

Though feeling the falsehood and injustice of 
the accusation, the mother had sense enough to 
to necessity, and received the name of 
in all form at the altar, to which she 
dtiting the rest of her life. 
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But Bertha showed a character upon this occasion 
inconsistent with the general docility and gentle¬ 
ness of her temper. She boldly refused to be 
admitted anew into the pale of the Church, of 
which her conscience told her she was already a 
member, or to exchange for another the name 
originally given her at the font. It was in vain 
that the old knight commanded, that the lady 
threatened, and that her mother advised and 
entreated. More closely pressed in private by her 
mother, she let her motive be known, which had 
not before been suspected. " I know, ” she said 
with a flood of tears, “ that my father would have 
died ere I was subjected to this insult; and then 
— who shall assure me that vows which were 
made to the Saxon Bertha will be binding if a 
French Agatha be substituted in her stead ? They 
may banish me, ” she said, " or kill me if they 
will, but if the son of Waltheofl' should again 
meet with the daughter of Engelred, he shall 
meet that Bertha whom he knew in the forests 
of Hampton. ” 

All argument was in vain; the Saxon maiden 
remained obstinate, and to try to break her resolu¬ 
tion the Lady of Aspramonte at length spoke of 
dismissing her from the service of her young mis¬ 
tress, and banishing her from the castle. To this 
also she had made up her mind, and she answered 
firmly though respectfully that she would sorrow 
bitterly at parting with her young lady, but as to 
the rest, she would rather beg under her own 
name, than be recreant to the faith of her fathers, 
and condemn it as heresy,, by asp niming one of 
’jPgank origin,^ The Lady Brenhilda, in the mean¬ 
time, entered the chamber, where her mother was 
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just about to pass the threatened doom of banish¬ 
ment — “ Do not stop for my entrance, madam, ” 
said the dauntless young lady; " I am as much 
concerned in the doom which you are about to 
pass as is Bertha; if she crosses the drawbridge of 
Aspramonte as an exile, so will I, when she has 
dried her tears, of which even my petulance could 
never wring one from her eyes. KShe shall be 
my squire and body attendant, and Launcelot, the 
bard, shall follow with my spear and shield. ” 

" And you will return, mistress, ” said her 
mother, “ from so foolish an expedition, before the 
sun sets ? ” 

“ So Heaven further me in my purpose, lady, ” 
answered the young heiress, " the sun shall neither 
rise nor set that sees us return, till this name of 
Bertha, and of her mistress, Brenhilda, are wafted 
as far as the trumpet of fame can sound them. — 
Cheer up, my sweetest Bertha! ” she said, taking 
her attendant by the hand, “ if Heaven hath torn 
thee from thy country and thy plighted troth, it 
hath given thee a sister and a friend, with whom 
thy fame shall be for ever blended. ” 

The Lady of Aspramonte was confounded: she 
knew that her daughter was perfectly capable of 
the wild course which she had announced, and that 
she herself, even with her husband’s assistance, 
would be unable to prevent her following it. 
She passively list^ Tied , therefore , whilfi ■ f.hn Sft ynTr 
mfttrnn, formerly Urica. but now Martha, addressed 
her daug hter. " My child, ” she said, “ as you 
value honour, virtue, safety, and gratitude, soften 
your heart towards your master and mistress, 
and follow the advice of a parent, who has more 
years and more judgment than you. And you, my 
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dearest young lady, let not your lady-mother think 
that an attachment to the exercises you excel 
in has destroyed in your bosom filial affection, 
and a regard to the delicacy of your sex! — As 
they seem both obstinate, madam,” continued the 
matron, after watching the influence of this advice 
upon the young women, " perhaps, if it may be 
permitted me, I could state an alternative, which 
might, in the meanwhile, satisfy your ladyship’s 
wishes, accommodate itself to the wilfulness of my 
obstinate daughter, and answer the kind purpose of 
her generous mistress. ” The Lady of Aspramonte 
signed to the Saxon matron to proceed. She went 
on accordingly: “ The Saxons, dearest lady, of the 
present day arc neitlier pagans nor heretics; they 
are, in the time of keeping Easter, as well as in 
all other disputable doctrine, humbly obedient to 
the Pope of Rome; and this our good Bishop well 
knows, since he upbraided some of the domestics 
for calling me an old heathen. Yet our names are 
uncouth in the ears of the Franks, and bear, per¬ 
haps, a heathenish sound. If it be not exacted 
that my daughter submit to a new rite of baptism, 
she will lay aside her Saxon name of Bertha upon 
all occasions while in your honourable household. 
This will cut short a debate which, with forgive¬ 
ness, I think is scarce of importance enough to 
break the peace of this castle. I will engage that, 
in gratitude for this indulgence of a trifling scruple, 
my daughter, if possible, shall double the zeal and 
assiduity of her service to her young lady. ” 

The Lady of Aspramonte was glad to embrace 
the means which this offer presented of extricating 
herself from the dispute with as little compromise 
of dignity as could well be. " If the good Lord 



COUNT ROBERT OF PARIS. 


*7 


Bishop approved of such a compromise, ” she said, 
“ she would for herself withdraw her opposition. ” 
The prelate approved accordingly, the more readily 
that he was informed that the young heiress desired 
earnestly such an agreement. The peace of the 
castle was restored, and Bertha recognised her new 
name of Agatha as a name of service, but not a 
name of baptism. 

One effect the dispute certainly produced, and 
that was, increasing in an enthusiastic degree the 
love of Bertha for her young mistress. With that 
amiable failing of attached domestics and humble 
friends, she endeavoured to serve her as she knew 
she loved to be served; and therefore indulged her 
mistress in those chivalrous fancies which distin¬ 
guished her even in her own age, and in ours would 
have rendered her a female Quixote. Bertha, 
indeed, never caught the frenzy of her mistress; 
but, strong, willing, and able-bodied, she readily 
qualified herself to act upon occasion as a squire of 
the body to a Lady Adventuress; and, accustomed 
from her childhood to see blows dealt, blood flow¬ 
ing, and men dying, she could look with an un¬ 
dazzled eye upon the dangers w’hich her • mistress 
encountered, and seldom teased her with remon¬ 
strances, unless when those were unusually great. 
This compliance on most occasions gave Bertha a 
right of advice upon some, which, always given 
with the best intentions and at fitting times, 
strengthened her influence with her mistress, which 
a course of conduct savouring of diametrical oppo¬ 
sition vould certainly have destroyed. 

A few more words serve to announce the death 
of the Knight of Aspramonte — the romantic mar¬ 
riage of the young lady with the Count of Paris — 
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their engagement in the Crusade — and the detail 
of events with which the reader is aciiuaiiited. 

Hereward did not exactly comprehend some of 
the later incidents of the story, owing to a slight 
strife which arose between Bertha and him during 
the course of her narrative. When she avowed 
the girlish simplicity with which she obstinately 
refused to change her name, because, in her appre¬ 
hension, the troth-plight betwixt her and her lover 
might be thereby prejudiced, it was impossible for 
Hereward not to acknowledge her tenderness, by 
snatching her to his bosom, and impressing his 
grateful thanks upon her lips. She extricated 
herself immediately from his grasp, however, with 
cheeks more crimsoned in modesty than in anger, 
and gravely addressed her lover thus: “ Enough, 
enough, Hereward! (b) this may be pardoned to so 
unexpected a meeting; but we must in future 
remember, that we are probably the last of our 
race; and let it not be said, that the manners of 
their ancestors were forgotten by Hereward and by 
Bertha; think, that though we are alone, the shades 
of our fathers are not far off, and watch to see 
what use. we make of the meeting, which, perhaps, 
their intercession has procured us. ” 

“You wrong me, Bertha,” said Hereward, “if 
you think me capable of forgetting my own duty 
and yours, at a moment when our thanks are due 
to Heaven, to be testified very differently than by 
infringing on its behests, or the commands of our 
parents. The question is now, How we shall 
rejoin each other when we separate? since sepa¬ 
rate, I fear, we must.” 

“ Oh, do not say so! ” exclaimed the unfortunate 
Bertha. 
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" It must be so, said Hereward, “ for a time; 
but I swear to thee by the hilt of my sword, and 
the handle of my battle-axe, that blade was never 
so true to shaft as I will be to thee! ** 

“ But wherefore, then, leave me, Hereward ? ” 
said the maiden. “ And, oh! wherefore not assist 
me in the release of my mistress ? ” 

“ Of thy mistress! ” said Hereward. “ Shame! 
that thou canst give that name to mortal woman! ” 
'' But she is my mistress, ” answered Bertha, 
and by a thousand kind ties, which cannot be 
separated so long as gratitude is the reward of 
kindness. ” 

" And what is her danger ? ” said Hereward. 
“ What is it she wants, this accomplished lady 
whom thou callest mistress ? ” 

" Her honour, her life, are alike in danger, ** 
said Bertha. She has agreed to meet the Cjesar 
in the field, and he will not hesitate, like a base- 
born miscreant, to take every advantage in the 
encounter, which, I grieve to say, may in all 
likelihood be fatal to my mistress. ” 

“ Why dost thou think so ? ” answered Here¬ 
ward. " This lady has won many single combats, 
unless she is belied, against adversaries more for¬ 
midable than the Caesar.” 

“ True, ” said the Saxon maiden; “ but you speak 
of things that passed in a far different land, where 
faith and honour are not empty sounds; as, alas! 
they seem but too surely to be here. Trust me, 
it is no girlish terror which sends me out in this 
disguise of my country dress, which, they say, 
finds respect at Constantinople: I go to let the 
chiefs of the Crusade know the peril in which the 
noble lady stands, and trust to their humanity, to 
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their religion, to their love of honour, and fear of 
disgrace, for assistance in this hour of need; and 
now that I have had the blessing of meeting with 
thee, all besides will go well — all will go well — 
and I will back to my mistress and report whom 
I have seen. ” 

“ Tarry yet another moment, my recovered trea¬ 
sure ! ” said Hereward, “ and let me balance this 
matter carefully. This Frankish lady holds the 
Saxons like the very dust that thou brushest from 
the hem of her garment. She treats — she regards 
— the Saxons as pagans and heretics. Slie has 
dared to impose slavish tasks upon thee, born in 
freedom. Her father’s sword has been imbrued to 
the hilt with Anglo-Saxon blood — perhaps that 
of Waltheoff and Engelred has added depth to the 
stain! She has been, besides, a presumptuous 
fool, usurping for herself the trophies and warlike 
character which belong to the other sex. Lastly, 
it will be hard to find a champion to fight in her 
stead, since all the Crusaders have passed over to 
Asia, which is the land, they say, in which they 
have come to war; and, by orders of the Emperor, 
no means of return to the hither shore will be 
permitted to any of them. ” 

“ Alas! alas 1 ” said Bertha, “ how does this 
world change us! The son of Waltheoff I once 
knew brave, ready to assist distress, bold and 
generous. Such was what 1 pictured him to my¬ 
self during his absence. I have met him again, 
and he is calculating, cold, and selfish! ” 

“Hush, damsel,” said the Varangian, “and 
know him of whom thou speakest, ere thou judgest 
him. The Countess of Paris is such as I have 
said; yet let her appear boldly in the lists, and 
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when the trumpet shall sound thrice, another shall 
reply, which shall announce the arrival of her 
own noble lord to do battle in her stead; or should 
he fail to appear — I will requite her kindness to 
thee, Bertha, and be ready in his place. ” 

" Wilt thou — wilt thou indeed ? ” said the 
damsel. " That was spoken like the son of 
Waltheoff — like the genuine stock ! I will home, 
and comfort my mistress; for surely, if the judg¬ 
ment of God ever directed the issue of a judicial 
combat, its influence will descend upon this. But 
you hint that the Count is here — that he is at 
liberty — she will inquire about that.” 

" She must be satisfied,” replied Here ward, “ to 
know that her husband is under the guidance 
of a friend, who will endeavour to protect him 
from his own extravagances and follies; or, at all 
events, of one who, if he cannot properly be called 
a friend, has certainly not acted, and will not act, 
towards him the part of an enemy. —And now, 

farewell, long lost — long loved!”-Before he 

could say more, the Saxon maiden, after two or 
three vain attempts to express her gratitude, threw 
herself into her lover’s arms, and, despite the coy¬ 
ness which she had recently shown, impressed 
upon his lips the thanks which she could not 
speak. 

They parted, Bertha returning to her mistress at 
the lodge, which she had left both with trouble 
and danger, and Hereward by the portal kept by 
the negro-portress, who, complimenting the hand¬ 
some Varangian on his success among the fair, in¬ 
timated that she had been in some sort a witness 
of his meeting with the Saxon damsel. A piece 
of gold, part of a late largesse, amply served to 
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bribe her tongue; and the soldier, clear of the 
gardens of the philosopher, sped back as he might 
to the barrack — judging that it was full time to 
carry some supply to Count Robert, who had been 
left without food the whole day. 

It is a common popular saying, that as the sen¬ 
sation of hunger is not connected with any pleasing 
or gentle emotion, so it is particularly remarkable 
for irritating those of anger and spleen. It is not, 
therefore, very surprising that Count Robert, who 
had been so unusually long without sustenance, 
should receive Hereward with a degree of impa¬ 
tience beyond what the occasion merited, and 
injurious certainly to the honest Varangian, who 
had repeatedly exposed his life that day for the 
interest of the Countess and the Count himself. 

" Soh, sir! ” he said, in that accent of affected 
restraint by which a superior modifies his displea¬ 
sure against his inferior into a cold and scornful 
expression — “ you have played a liberal host to 
us! — Not that it is of consequence; but methinks 
a Count of the most Christian kingdom dines not 
every day with a mercenary soldier, and might 
expect, if not the ostentatious, at least the needful 
part of hospitality. ” 

“And methinks,” replied the Varangian, “0 
most Christian Count, that such of your high rank 
as, by choice or fate, become the guests of such as 
I, may think themselves pleased, and blame not 
their host’s niggardliness, but the difficulty of his 
circumstances, if dinner should not present itself 
oftener than once in four-and-twenty hours. ” So 
saying, he clapped his hands together, and his do¬ 
mestic Edric entered. His guest looked astonished 
at the entrance of this third party into their 
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retirement. "I will answer for this man/ said 
Hereward, and addressed him in the following 
words; “ What food hast thou, Edric, to place 
before the honourable Count ? ” 

" Nothing but the cold pasty ” (c), replied the at¬ 
tendant, " marvellously damaged by your honour’s 
encounter at breakfast. ” 

The military domestic, as intimated, brought 
forward a large pasty, but which had already that 
morning sustained a furious attack, insomuch that 
Count Robert of Paris, who, like all noble Nor¬ 
mans, was somewhat nice and delicate in his 
eating, was in some doubt whether his scrupulous¬ 
ness should not prevail over his hunger; but, on 
looking more closely, sight, smell, and a fast of 
twenty hours joined to convince him that the 
pasty was an excellent one, and that the charger 
on which it was inesented possessed corners yet 
untouched. At length, having suppressed his 
scruples, and made bold inroad upon the remains 
of the dish, he paused to partake of a flask of strong 
red wine which stood invitingly beside him, and 
a lusty draught increased the good humour which 
had begun to take place towards Hereward, in 
exchange for the displeasure with which he had 
received him. 

" Now, by Heaven! ” he said, “ I myself ought 
to be ashamed to lack the courtesy which I recom¬ 
mend to others 1 Here have I, with the manners 
of a Flemish boor, been devouring the provisions 
of my gallant host, without even asking him to sit 
down at his own table, and to partake of his own 
good cheer 1 ” 

“ I will not strain courtesies with you for that, ” 
said Hereward; and thrusting his hand into the 
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pasty, he proceeded with great speed and dexterity 
to devour the miscellaneous contents, a handful of 
which was enclosed in his grasp. The Count now 
withdrew from the table, partly in disgust at the 
rustic proceedings of Hereward, who, however, by 
now calling Edric to join him in his attack upon 
the pasty, showed that he had, in fact, according 
to his manners, subjected himself previously to 
some observance of respect towards his guest; 
while the assistance of his attendant enabled him 
to ma.ke a clear cacaabulum of what was left. 
Count Robert at length summoned up courage 
sufficient to put a question, which had been trem¬ 
bling upon his lips ever since Hereward had 
returned. 

" Have thine inquiries, my gallant friend, 
learned more concerning my unfortunate wife, my 
faithful Brenhilda?” 

Tidings I have, ” said the Anglo-Saxon, " but 
whether pleasing or not, yourself must be the 
judge. This much I have learned; — she hath, as 
you know, come under an engagement to meet the 
Caesar in arms in the lists, but under conditions 
which you may perhaps think strange: these, 
however, she hath entertained without scruple. ” 

" Let me know these terms, ” said the Count of 
Paris: “ they will, I think, appear less strange in 


my eyes than in thine. ” 

But while he affected to speak with the utmost 
coolness, the husband’s sparkling eye and crim¬ 
soned cheek betrayed the alteration which had 
taken place in his feelings. “ The lady and the 
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of Paris; if she loses, she becomes the paramour 
of the C^ar Nice pKorus^ ^ i e n t iiu s. ” 

^ Saints and angels forbid! ” said Count Robert. 
" Were they to permit such treason to triumph, we 
might be pardoned tor doubting their divinity! ” 

“ Yet methinks, ” said the Anglo-Saxon, “ it were 
no disgraceful precaution that both you and I, 
with other friends, if we can obtain such, should 
be seen under shield in the lists on the morning of 
the conflict. To triumph, or to be defeated, is in 
the hand of fate; but what we cannot fail to wit¬ 
ness is, whether or not the lady receives that fair 
play which is the due of an honourable combatant, 
and which, as you have yourself seen, can be 
sometimes basely transgressed in this Grecian 
empire. ” 

“ On that condition," said the Count, '' and pro¬ 
testing, that not even the extreme danger of my 
lady shall make me break through the rule of a 
fair fight, I wdll surely attend the lists, if thou, 
brave Saxon, caiist find me any means of doing so. 
— Yet stay,” he continued, after reflecting for a 
moment, “ thou shalt promise not to let her know 
that her Count is on the field, far less to point him 
out to her eye among the press of warriors. Oh, 
thou dost not know that the sight of the beloved 
will sometimes steal from us our courage, even 
when it has most to achieve! ” 

“We will endeavour," said the Varangian, “to 
arrange matters according to thy pleasure, so that 
thou findest out no more fantastical difficulties; 
for, by my word, an affair so complicated in itself, 
requires not to be confused by the fine-spun whims 
of thy national gallantry. Meantime, much must 
be done this night; and while I go about it, thou, 
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Sir Knight, hadst best remain here, with such 
disguise of garments, and such food, as Edric may¬ 
be able to procure for thee. Fear nothing from 
intrusion on the part of thy neighbours. We 
Varangians respect each other’s secrets, of what¬ 
ever nature they may chance to be.” 



CHAPTEK II. 


But for our trusty brother-in-law — and the Abbot, 

With all the rest of that consorted crew, — 

Destruction straight shall dog them .at the heels: — 

Good uncle, help to order several powers 
To Oxford, or where’er these traitors are : 

They shall not live within this world, I swear. 

Richard II. 

As Hereward spoke the last words narrated in the 
foregoing chapter, he left the Count in his apart¬ 
ment, and proceeded to the Blacquernal Palace. 
We traced his first entrance into the court, but 
since then he had frequently been summoned, not 
only by order of the Princess Anna Comnena, who 
delighted in asking him questions concerning the 
customs of his native country, and marking down 
the replies in her own inflated language; but also 
by the direct command of the Emperor liimself, 
who had the humour of many princes, that of 
desiring to obtain direct information from persons 
in a very inferior station in their Court. The ring 
which the Princess had given to the Varangian 
served as a pass-token more than once, and was 
now so generally known by the slaves of the 
palace, that Hereward had only to slip it into the 
hand of a principal person among them, and was 
introduced into a small chamber, not distant from 
the saloon already mentioned, dedicated to the 
Muses. In this small apartment, the Emperor, 
his spouse Irene, and their accomplished daughter 
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Anna Comnena, were seated together, clad in very 
ordinary apparel, as indeed the furniture of the 
room itself was of the kind used by respectable 
citizens, saving that mattresses, composed of eider¬ 
down, hung before each door to prevent the risk of 
eavesdropping. 

" Our trusty Varangian, ” said the Empress. 

“ My guide and tutor respecting the manners of 
those steel-clad men,” said the Princess Anna 
Comnena, “ of whom it is so necessary that I 
should form an accurate idea.” 

" Your Imperial Majesty, ” said the Empress, 
" will not, 1 trust, think your consort and your 
muse-inspired daughter are too many to share with 
you the intelligence brought by this brave and 
loyal man ? ” 

Dearest wife and daughter, ” returned the 
Emperor, " I have hitherto spared you the burden 
of a painful secret, which I have locked in my 
own bosom, at whatever expense of solitary sorrow 
and unimparted anxiety. Noble daughter, you in 
particular will feel this calamity, learning, as you 
must learn, to think odiously of one of whom it 
has hitherto been your duty to hold a very dif¬ 
ferent opinion.” 

** Holy Mary! ” exclaimed the Princess. 

“ Rally yourself, ” said the Emperor; “ remember 
you are a child of the purple chamber, born, not 
to weep for your father’s wrongs, but to avenge 
them — not to regard even him who has lain by 
your side as half so important as the sacred 
imperial grandeur, of which you are yourself a 
partaker. ” 

“ What can such words preface ? ” said Anna 
Comnena, in great agitation. 
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“ They say," answered the Emperor, " that the 
Caesar is an ungrateful man to all my bounties, 
and even to that which annexed him to my own 
house, and made him by adoption my own son. 
He hath consorted himself with a knot of traitors, 
whose very names are enough to raise the foul 
fiend, as if to snatch his assured prey! ” 

“Could Nicephorus do this?” said the as¬ 
tonished and forlorn Princess; “Nicephorus, who 
has so often called my eyes the lights by which 
he steered his path ? Could he do this to my 
father, to whose exploits he has listened hour 
after hour, protesting that he knew not whether 
it was the beauty of the language, or the heroism 
of the action, which most enchanted him ? 
Thinking with the same thought, seeing with 
the same eye, loving with the same heart — oh, 
my father! it is impossible that he could be so 
false. Think of the neighbouring Temple of the 
Muses! ” 

“ And if I did, ” murmured Alexius in his heart, 
“ I should think of the only apology which could 
be proposed for the traitor. A little is well 
enough, but the full soul loatheth the honey¬ 
comb. ” Then speaking aloud, “ My daughter, ” he 
said, “ be comforted; we ourselves were unwilling 
to believe the shameful truth; but our guards have 
been debauched; their commander, that ungrateful 
Achilles Tatius, with the equal traitor, Agelastes, 
have been seduced to favour our imprisonment or 
murder; and, alas for Greece! in the very moment 
when she required the fostering care of a parent, 
she was to be deprived of him by a sudden and 
merciless blow! ” 

Here the Emperor wept, whether for the loss to 
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be sustained by his subjects, or of his own life, it 
is hard to say. 

" Methinks, ” said Irene, “ your Imperial High¬ 
ness is slow in taking measures against the 
danger. ” 

" Under your gracious permission, mother, ” 
answered the Princess, " I would rather say he 
was hasty in giving belief to it. Methinks the 
evidence of a Varangian, granting him to be ever 
so stout a man-at-arms, is but a frail guarantee 
against the honour of your son-in-law — the ap¬ 
proved bravery and fidelity of the captain of your 
guards — the deep sense, virtue, and profound wis¬ 
dom of the greatest of your philosophers ”- 

“ And the conceit of an over-educated daughter, ” 
said the Emperor, “ who will not allow her parent 
to judge in what most concerns him. I will tell 
thee, Anna, I know every one of them, and the 
trust which may be reposed in them; the honour 
of your Nicephorus — the bravery and fidelity of 
the Acolyte — and the virtue and wisdom of 
Agelastes — have I not had them all in my purse ? 
And had my purse continued well filled, and my 
arm strong as it was of late, there they would have 
still remained. But the butterflies went off as the 
weather became cold, and I must meet the tempest 
without their assistance. You talk of want of 
proof ? I have proof sufi&cient when I see danger; 
this honest soldier brought me indications which 
corresponded with my own private remarks, made 
on purpose. Varangian he shall be of Varangians ; 
Acolyte he shall be named, in place of the present 
traitor; and who knows what may come there¬ 
after ? ” 

“ May it please your Highness, ” said the Varan- 
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gian, who had been hitherto silent, “ many men 
in this empire rise to dignity by the fall of their 
original patrons, but it is a road to greatness to 
which I cannot reconcile my conscience; more¬ 
over, having recovered a friend from whom I was 
long ago separated, I shall require, in short space, 
your imperial licence for going hence, where I 
shall leave thousands of enemies behind me, and, 
spending my life, like many of my countrymen. 
under the banner of King W illiam of Scotland”— — 
"Part with thee, most inimitable man!” cried 
the Emperor, with emphasis. “ Where shall I get 
a soldier — a champion — a friend — so faithful ? ” 
‘‘Noble sir,” replied the Anglo-Saxon, “I am 
every way sensible to your goodness and munifi¬ 
cence ; but let me entreat you to call me by my 
own name, and to promise me nothing but your 
forgiveness, for my having been the agent of such 
confusion among your imperial servants. Not 
only is the threatened feat of Achilles Tatius, my 
benefactor; of the Caesar, whom I think my well- 
wisher ; and even of Agelastes himself, painful, so 
far as it is of my bringing round; but also I have 
known it somehow happen, that those on whom 
your Imperial Majesty has lavished the most 
valuable expressions of your favour one day, were 
the next day food to fatten the chough and crow. 
And this, I acknowledge, is a purpose for which 
I would not willingly have it said I had brought 
my English limbs to these Grecian shores.” 

“ jthpfl by thine own nn m r i j mj Edwar r lr 
said the Emperor (while he muttered aside — “ By 
Heaven, I have again forgot the name of the bar¬ 
barian! ”) — “ by thine own name certainly for the 
present, but only until we shall devise one more 
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fitted for the trust we repose in thee. Meantime, 
look at this scroll, which contains, I think, all 
the particulars which we have been able to learn 
of this plot, and give it to these unbelieving 
women, who will not credit that an Emperor is 
in danger, till the blades of the conspirators* 
poniards are clashing within his ribs.” 

Hereward did as he was commanded, and having 
looked at the scroll, and signified, by bending his 
head, his acquiescence in its contents, he presented 
it to Irene, who had not read long, ere, with a 
countenance so embittered that she had difficulty in 
pointing out the cause of her displeasure to her 
daughter, she bade her, with animation, " Read 
that — read that, and judge of the gratitude and 
affection of thy Caesar! ” 

The Princess Anna Comnena awoke from a state 
of profound and overpowering melancholy, and 
looked at the passage pointed out to her, at first 
with an air of languid curiosity, which presently 
deepened into the most intense interest. She 
clutched the scroll as a falcon does his prey, her 
eye lightened with indignation; and it was with 
the cry of the bird when in fury that she ex¬ 
claimed, " Bloody-minded, double-hearted traitor! 
what wouldst thou have ? Yes, father, ” she said, 
rising in fury, " it is no longer the voice of a 
deceived princess that shall intercede to avert 
from the traitor Nicephorus the doom he has de¬ 
served ! Did he think that one born in the purple 
chamber could be divorced — murdered perhaps 
— with the petty formula of the Romans, ‘Restore 
the keys — be no longer my domestic drudge ' ? ^ 
Was fL daughter of the blood of Comnenus liable 
^ The Laconic form of the Roman divorce. 
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to such insults as the meanest of Quirites might 
bestow on a family housekeeper! ” 

So saying, she dashed the tears from her eyes, 
and her countenance, naturally that of beauty and 
gentleness, became animated with the expression 
of a fury. Hereward looked at her with a mixture 
of fear, dislike, and compassion. She again burst 
forth, for Nature, having given her considerable 
abilities, had lent her at the same time an energy 
of passion far superior in power to the cold am¬ 
bition of Irene, or the wily, ambidexter, shuffling 
policy of the Emperor. 

" He shall abye it, ” said the Princess; “ he shall 
dearly abye it! False, smiling, cozening traitor! 
— and for that unfeminine barbarian! Something 
of this I guessed even at that old fool's banqueting- 
house; and yet if this unworthy Ciesar submits 
his body to the chance of arms, he is less prudent 
than I have some reason to believe. Think you 
he will have the madness to brand us with such 
open neglect, my father ? and will you not invent 
some mode of insuring our revenge ? ” 

“ Soh! ” thought the Emperor, “ this difficulty 
is over; she will run down hill to her revenge, 
and will need the snaffle and curb more than the 
lash. If every jealous dame in Constantinople 
were to pursue her fury as unrelentingly, our laws 
should be written, like Draco's, not in ink, but 
in blood.(rf)—Attend to me now,” he said aloud, 

" my wife, my daughter, and thou, dear Edward, 
and you shall learn, and you three only, my mode 
of navigating the vessel of the state through these 
shoals. 

“ Let us see distinctly, ” continued Alexius, " the 
means by which they propose to act, and thesQ 

yoL, %i. —3 
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shall instruct us how to meet them. A certain 
number of the Varangians are unhappily seduced, 
under pretence of wrongs, artfully stirred up by 
their villanous general. A part of them are stu¬ 
diously to be arranged nigh our person — the traitor 
Ursel, some of them suppose, is dead, but, if it 
were so, his name is sufficient to draw together 
his old factioiiaries — I have a means of satisfying 
them on that point, on which I shall remain silent 
for the present. —A considerable body of the 
Immortal Guards have also given way to seduc¬ 
tion ; they are to be placed to support the handful 
of treacherous Varangians, who are in the plot to 
attack our person. — Now, a slight change in the 
stations of the soldiery, which thou, my faithful 
Edward — or — a — a — whatever thou art named, 
— for which thou, I say, shalt have full authority, 
will derange the plans of the traitors, and place 
the true men in such position around them as to 
cut them to pieces with little trouble. ” 

“ And the combat, my lord 1 ” said the Saxon. 

“ Thou hadst been no true Varangian hadst thou 
not inquired after that,” said the Emperor, nod¬ 
ding good-humouredly towards him. “ As to the 
combat, the Caesar has devised it, and it shall be 
my care that he shall not retreat from the dan¬ 
gerous part of it. He cannot in honour avoid 
fighting with this woman, strange as the combat 
is; and, however it ends, the conspiracy will break 
forth, and as assuredly as it comes against persons 
prepared, and in arms, shall it be stifled in the 
blood of the conspirators! ” 

“ My revenge does not require this, ” said the 
Princess; “ and your imperial honour is also in¬ 
terested that this Countess shall be protected. * 
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“ It is little business of mine, ” said the Emperor. 
“ She comes here with her husband altogether unin¬ 
vited. He behaves with insolence in my presence, 
and deserves whatever may be the issue to himself 
or his lady of their mad adventure. In sooth, I 
desired little more than to give him a fright with 
those animals whom their ignorance judged en¬ 
chanted, and to give his wife a slight alarm about 
the impetuosity of a Grecian lover, and there my 
vengeance should have ended. But it may be that 
his wife may be taken under my protection, now 
that little revenge is over. ” 

“And a paltry revenge it was,” said the Em¬ 
press, “ that you, a man past middle life, and 
with a wife who might command some attention, 
should constitute yourself the object of alarm to 
such a handsome man as Count Robert, and the 
Amazon his wife. ” 

“ By your favour, dame Irene, no, ” said the 
Emperor. “ I left that part of the proposed comedy 
to my son-in-law the Cicsar. ” 

But when the poor Emperor had in some mea¬ 
sure stopped one floodgate, he effectually opened 
another, and one which was more formidable. 
“ The more shame to your imperial wisdom, my 
father I” exclaimed the Princess Anna Comnena; 
“ it is a shame, that with wisdom and a beard like 
yours, you should be meddling in such indecent 
follies as admit disturbance into private families, 
and that family your own daughter's! Who can 
say that the Csesar Nicephorus Briennius ever 
looked astray towards another woman than his wife, 
till the Emperor taught him to do so, and involved 
him in a web of intrigue and treachery, in which 
he has endangered the life of his father-in-law ? ” 
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“ Daughter! daughter! daughter! ” — said the 
Empress; “ daughter of a she-wolf, I think, to 
goad her parent at such an unhappy time, when 
all the leisure he has is too little to defend his 
life!" 

" Peace, T pray you, women both, with your 
senseless clamours, ” answered Alexius, “ and let 
me at least swim for my life undisturbed with 
your folly. God knows if I am a man to encou¬ 
rage, I will not say the reality of wrong, but even 
its mere apj)earance. ” 

These words he uttered, crossing himself, with 
a devout groan. His wife Irene, in the meantime, 
stepped before him, and said, with a bitterness in 
her looks and accent which only long-concealed 
nuptial hatred breaking forth at once could convey 
— Alexius, terminate this affair how it will, 
you have lived a hypocrite, and thou wilt not fail 
to die one. ” So saying, with an air of noble in¬ 
dignation, and carrying her daughter along with 
her, she swept out of the apartment. 

The Emperor looked after her in some confusioik 
He soon, however, recovered his self-possession, 
and turning to Here ward, with a look of injured 
majesty, said, “ Ah! my dear Edward ” — for the 
word had become rooted in his mind, instead of 
the less euphonic name of Hereward — “ thou seest 
how it is even with the greatest, and that the 
Emperor, in moments of difficulty, is a subject of 
misconstruction, as well as the meanest burgess 
of Constantinople; nevertheless, my trust is so 
great in thee, Edward, that I would have thee 
believe that my daughter, Anna Comnena, is not 
of the temper of her mother, but rather of my 
own; honouring, thou mayst see, with religious 
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fidelity, the unworthy ties which I hope soon to 
break, and assort her with other fetters of Cupid, 
which shall be borne more lightly. Edward, my 
main trust is in thee. Accident presents us with 
an opportunity, happy of the happiest so it be 
rightly improved, of having all the traitors before 
us assembled on one fair field. Think, then, on 
that day, as the Franks say at their tournaments, 
tliat fair eyes behold thee. Thou canst not devise 
a gift within my power, but I will gladly load 
thee with it. ” 

“ It needs not, ” said the Varangian, somewhat 
coldly. " My highest ambition is to merit the 
epitaph upon my tomb, ‘ Hereward was faithful. ’ 
I am about, however, to demand a proof of your 
imperial confidence, which, perhaps, you may 
think a startling one. ” 

“ Indeed! ” said the Emperor. " What, in one 
word, is thy demand ? ” 

“ Permission, ” replied Hereward, ‘‘ to go to the 
Duke^ JbouilloiFs eTicampment. ana entreat hisT 
presence in the lists, tn witiuoriM ihis emiTOrdiiiai v ■ 


“ That he may return with his Crusading mad¬ 
men, ” said the Emperor, " and sack Constantinople, 
under pretence of doing justice to his confederates ? 
This, Varangian, is at least speaking thy mind 
openly. ” 

“ No, by Heavens! ” said Hereward, suddenly; 
" the Duke of Bouillon shall come with no more 
knights than may be a reasonable guard, should 
treachery be offered to the Countess of Paris. ” 

“ Well, even in this, said the Emperor, ‘‘ will I 
be conformable; and if thou, Edward, betrayest 
my trust, think that thou forfeitest all that my 
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friendship has promised, and dost incur, besides, 
the damnation that is due to the traitor who 
betrays with a kiss. ** 

" For thy reward, noble sir, ” answered the 
Varangian, " I hereby renounce all claim to it. 
When the diadom is once more firmly fixed upon 
thy brow, and the sceptre in thy hand, if I am 
then alive, if my poor services should deserve so 
much, I will petition thee for the means of leaving 
this court, and returning to the distant island 
in which I was born. Meanwhile, think me not 
unfaithful, because I have for a time the means 
of being so with effect. Your Imperial Highness 
shall learn that Hereward is as true as is your 
right hand to your left. ” — So saying, he took his 
leave with a profound obeisance. 

The Emperor gazed after him with a countenance 
in which doubt was mingled with admiration. 

I have trusted him, ” he said, " with all he 
asked, and with the power of ruining me entirely, 
if such be his purpose. He has but to breathe a 
whisper, and the whole mad crew of Crusaders, 
kept in humour at the expense of so much current 
falsehood, and so much more gold, will return 
with fire and sword to burn down Constantinople, 
and sow with salt the place where it stood. I 
have done what I had resolved never to do — I 
have ventured kingdom and life on the faith of a 
man born of woman. How often have I said, nay, 
sworn, that I would not hazard myself on such 
peril, and yet, step by step, I have done so! I 
cannot tell — there is in that man’s looks and 
words a good faith which overwhelms me; and, 
what is almost incredible, my belief in him has 
increased in proportion to his showing me how 
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slight my power was over him. I threw, like the 
wily angler, every bait I could devise, and some 
of them such as a king would scarcely have dis¬ 
dained ; to none of these would he rise; but yet he 
gorges, I may say, the bare hook, and enters upon 
my service without a shadow of self-interest. — 
Can this be double-distilled treachery ? — or can it 
be what men call disinterestedness ? — If I thought 
him false, the moment is not yet past — he lias 
not yet crossed the bridge — he has not passed tlie 
guards of the palace, who have no hesitation, and 
know no disobedience — But no — I were then 
alone in the land, and without a friend or confi¬ 
dant. — I hear the sound of the outer gate unclose, 
the sense of danger certainly renders my ears more 
acute than usual. — It shuts again — the die is 
cast. He is at liberty — aiuL-Ale xius Oomncnu s 
must stand or fall, according to the uncertain faith 
jpf a mercenary Varangi an. ” He clapped his 
hands; a slave appeared, of whom he demanded 
wine. He drank, and his heart was cheered 
within him. “ I am decided, ” he said, " and will 
abide with resolution the cast of the throw, for 
good or for evil. ” 

So saying, he retired to his apartment, and was 
not again seen during that night. 



CHAPTEE III. 


And aye, as if for death, some lonely trumpet peal'd. 

Campbell. 

The Varangian, his head agitated with the 
weighty matters which were imposed on him, 
stopped from time to time as he journeyed through 
the moonlight streets, to arrest passing ideas as 
they shot through his mind, and consider them 
with accuracy in all their bearings. His thoughts 
were such as animated or alarmed him alternately, 
each followed by a confused throng of accompani¬ 
ments which it suggested, and banished again in 
its turn by reflections of another description. It 
was one of those conjunctures when the minds of 
ordinary men feel themselves unable to support 
a burden which is suddenly flung upon them, and 
when, on the contrary, those of uncommon forti¬ 
tude, and that best of Heaven's gifts, good sense, 
founded on presence of mind, feel their talents 
awakened and regulated for the occasion, like a 
good steed under the management of a rider of 
courage and experience. 

As he stood in one of those fits of reverie, which 
repeatedly during that night arrested his stern 
military march, Hereward thought that his ear 
caught the note of a distant trumpet. This sur¬ 
prised him; a trumpet blown at that late hour, 
and in the streets of Constantinople, argued some- 
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thing extraordinary; for, as all military move¬ 
ments were the subject of special ordinance, the 
etiquette of the night could hardly have been 
transgressed without some great cause. The ques¬ 
tion was, what that cause could be. 

Had the insurrection broken out unexpectedly, 
and in a different manner from what the conspira¬ 
tors proposed to themselves ? — If so, his meeting 
with his plighted bride, after so many years’ ab¬ 
sence, was but a delusive preface to their separating 
for ever. Or had the Crusaders, a race of men upon 
whose motions it was difficult to calculate, sud¬ 
denly taken arms and returned from the opposite 
shore to surprise the city? This might very 
possibly be the case: so numerous had been the 
different causes of complaint afforded to the Cru¬ 
saders, that when they were now for the first time 
assembled into one body, and had heard the stories 
which they could reciprocally tell concerning the 
perfidy of the Greeks, nothing was so likely, so 
natural, even perhaps so justifiable, as that they 
should study revenge. 

But the sound rather resembled a point of war 
regularly blown than the tumultuous blare of 
bugle-horns and trumpets, the accompaniments at 
once, and the annunciation, of a taken town, in 
which the horrid circumstances of storm had not 
yet given place to such stern peace as the victor’s 
weariness of slaughter and rapine allows at length 
to the wretched inhabitants. Whatever it was, it 
was necessary that Hereward should learn its pur¬ 
port, and therefore he made his way into a broad 
street near the barracks, from which the sound 
seemed to come, to which point, indeed, his way 
was directed for other reasons. 
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The inhabitants of that quarter of the town did 
not appear violently startled by this military 
signal. The moonlight slept on the street, crossed 
by the gigantic shadowy towers of Sancta Sophia. 
No human being appeared in the streets, and 
such as for an instant looked from their doors or 
from their lattices seemed to have their curiosity 
quickly satisfied, for they withdrew their heads, 
and secured the opening through which they had 
peeped. 

Hereward could not help remembering the tradi¬ 
tions which were recounted by the fathers of his 
tribe, in the deep woods of Hampshire, and which 
spoke of invisible huntsmen, who were heard to 
follow with viewless horses and hounds the unseen 
chase through the depths of the forests of Germany. 
Such it seemed were the sounds with which these 
haunted woods were wont to ring while the wild 
chase was up; and with such apparent terror did 
the hearers listen to their clamour. 

“ Fie I ” he said, as he suppressed within him a 
tendency to the same superstitious fears; “ do such 
childish fancies belong to a man trusted with so 
much, and from whom so much is expected ? ” He 
paced down the street, therefore, with his battle- 
axe over his shoulder, and the first person whom 
he saw venturing to look out of his door he ques¬ 
tioned concerning the cause of this military music 
at such an unaccustomed hour. 

" I cannot tell, so please you, my lord, ” said the 
citizen, unwilling, it appeared, to remain in the 
open air, or to enter into conversation, and greatly 
disposed to decline further questioning. This was 
the political citizen of Constantinople whom we 
met with at the begininng of this history, and 
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who, hastily stepping into his habitation, eschewed 
all further conversation. 

The wrestler Stephanos showed himself at the 
next door, which was garlanded with oak and ivy 
leaves, in honour of some recent victory. He stood 
unshrinking, partly encouraged by the conscious¬ 
ness of personal strength, and partly by a rugged 
surliness of temper, which is often mistaken 
among persons of this kind for real courage. His 
admirer and flatterer, Lysimachus, kept himself 
ensconced behind his ample shoulders. 

As Hereward passed, he put the same question 
as he did to the former citizen — “ Know you the 
meaning of these trumpets sounding so late ? ” 

" You should know best yourself, ” answered 
Stephanos doggedly; “ for, to judge by your axe 
and helmet, they are your trumpets, and not ours, 
which disturb honest men in their first sleep. ” 

“ Varlet! ” answered the Varangian, with an em¬ 
phasis which made the prizer start; " but — when 
that trumpet sounds, it is no time for a soldier to 
punish insolence as it deserves.^* 

The Greek started back and bolted into his 
house, nearly overthrowing in the speed of his 
retreat the artist Lysimachus, who was listening 
to what passed. 

Hereward passed 6n to the barracks, where the 
military music had seemed to halt; but on the 
Varangian crossing the threshold of the ample 
courtyard, it broke forth again with a tremendous 
burst, whose clangour almost stunned him, though 
well accustomed to the sounds. " What is the 
meaning of this, Engelbrecht ? ** he said to the 
Varangian sentinel, who paced axe in hand before 
the entrance. 
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“ The proclamation of a challenge and combat, ” 
answered Engftlhrp.n ht. " Strange things toward, 
comrade; the frantic Crusaders have bit the 
Grecians, and infected them with their humour 
of tilting, as they say dogs do each other with 
madness. ” 

Hereward made no reply to the sentinel’s 
speech, but pressed forward into a knot of his 
fellow-soldiers who were assembled in the court, 
half armed, or, more properly, in total disarray, 
as just arisen from their beds, and huddled around 
the trumpets of their corps, which were drawn out 
in full pomp. He of the gigantic instrument, 
whose duty it was to intimate the express com¬ 
mands of the Emperor, was not wanting in his 
place, and the musicians were supported by a band 
of the Varangians in arms, headed by Achilles 
Tatius himself. Hereward could also notice, on 
approaching nearer, as his comrades made way for 
him, that six of the imperial heralds were on duty 
on this occasion; four of these (two acting at the 
same time) had already made proclamation, which 
was to be repeated for the third time by the two 
last, as was the usual fashion in Constantinople 
with imperial mandates of great consequence. 
Achilles Tatius, the moment he saw his confidant, 
made him a sign, which Hereward understood as 
conveying a desire to speak with him after the 
proclamation was over. The herald, after the 
flourish of trumpets was finished, commenced in 
these words: — 

“ By the authority of the resplendent and divine 
Prince Alexius Comnenus,^ Emperor ^f t h e m e at - 
4 »ol3r Roman ETupirPij his Imperial Majesty desires 
it to be made known to all and sundry the subjects 
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of his empire, whatever their race of blood may 
be, or at whatever shrine of divinity they happen 
to bend — Know ye, therefore, that upon the 
second day after this is dated, our beloved son- 
in-law, the much-esteemed Caesar, hath taken 
upon him to do battle with our sworn enemy, 
Robert Count of Paris, on account of his insolent 
conduct, by presuming publicly to occupy our 
royal seat, and no less by breaking, in our im¬ 
perial presence, those curious specimens of art, 
ornamenting our tlirone, called by tradition the 
Lions of Solomon. And that there may not re¬ 
main a man in Europe who shall dare to say that 
the Grecians are behind other parts of the world 
in any of the manly exercises which Christian 
nations use, the said noble enemies, renouncing 
all assistance from falsehood, from spells, or from 
magic, shall debate this quarrel in three courses 
with grinded spears, and three passages of arms 
with sharpened swords; the field to be at the 
judgment of the honourable Emperor, and to be 
decided at his most gracious and unerring pleasure. 
And so God show the right 1 ” 

Another formidable flourish of the trumpets 
concluded the ceremony. Achilles then dismissed 
the attendant troops, as well as the heralds and 
musicians, to their respective quarters, and, having 
got Hereward close to his side, inquired of him 
whether he had learned anything of the prisoner, 
Robert Count of Paris. 

“Nothing,” said the Varangian, “save the 
tidings your proclamation contains. ” 

“You think, then,” said Achilles, “that the 
Count has been a party to it ? ” 

“ He ought to have been so, ” answered the 
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Varangian. " I know no one but himself entitled 
to take burden for his appearance in the lists.” 

“ Why, look you, ” said the Acolyte, " my most 
excellent though blunt-witted Hereward, this 
Caesar of ours hath had the extravagance to ven¬ 
ture his tender wit in comparison to that of 
Achilles Tatius. He stands upon his honour too, 
this ineffable fool, and is displeased with the idea 
of being supposed either to challenge a woman, or 
to receive a challenge at her hand. He has sub¬ 
stituted, therefore, the name of the lord instead 
of the lady. If the Count fail to appear, the 
Ceesar walks forward challenger and successful 
combatant at a cheap rate, since no one has en¬ 
countered him, and claims that the lady should be 
delivered up to him as captive of his dreaded bow 
and spear. This will be the signal for a general 
tumult, in which, if the Emperor be not slain on 
the spot, he will be conveyed to the dungeon of 
his own Blacquernal, there to endure the doom 
which his cruelty has inflicted upon so many 
others. ” 

“ But” —said the Varangian. 

“ But — but — but, ” said his officer; " but thou 
art a fool. Canst thou not see that this gallant 
Caesar is willing to avoid the risk of encountering 
with this lady, while he earnestly desires to be 
supposed willing to meet her husband ? It is our 
business to fix the combat in such a shape as to 
bring all who are prepared for insurrection together 
in arms to play their parts. Do thou only see 
that our trusty friends are placed near to the 
Emperor’s person, and in such a manner as to keep 
from him the officious and meddling portion of 
guards, who may be disposed to assist him; and 
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whether the Csesar fights a combat with lord or 
lady, or whether there be any combat at all or not, 
the revolution shall be accomplished, and the 
Tatii shall replace the Comneni upon the imperial 
jbhrone ot Constantinople. Go, my trusty Here- 
ward. Thou wilt not forget that the signal word 
of the insurrection is Ursel, who lives in the 
affections of the people, although his body, it is 
said, has long lain a corpse in the dungeons of the 
Blacquernal. ” 

" Wha L, was this U rseh” s aid Here ward, lof 
whom I -hear men talk so variously ? ** 

'* 4- competitor for the crown wit h Alexius 
Gomnenus — good, brave^ and honest; but over- 
powered by the cunning, rather than th e sToIl or 
bravery of his foe . _He died, as I believe, in the 
Blacquernal; though when, or how, there are few 
that can say. But, up and be doing, my Here¬ 
ward ! Speak encouragement to the Varangians — 
Interest whomsoever thou canst to join us. Of 
the Immortals, as they are called, and of the dis¬ 
contented citizens, enough are prepared to fill up 
the cry, and follow in the wake of those on whom 
we must rely as the beginners of the enterprise. 
No longer shall Alexius's cunning, in avoiding 
popular assemblies, avail to protect him; he can¬ 
not, with regard to his honour, avoid being pre¬ 
sent at a combat to be fought beneath his own 
eye; and Mercury be praised for the eloquence 
which inspired him, after some hesitation, to 
determine for the proclamation! ” 

“You have seen him, then, this evening ? ” said 
the Varangian. 

“ Seen him I Unquestionably, ” answered the 
Acolyte. “ Had I ordered these trumpets to be 



48 


COUNT ROBERT OF PARIS. 


sounded without his knowledge, the blast had 
blown the head from my shoulders.” 

" I had well-nigh met you at the palace, ” said 
Hereward; while his heart throbbed almost as 
high as if he had actually had such a dangerous 
encounter. 

" I heard something of it, ” said Achilles; " that 
you came to take the parting orders of him who 
now acts the sovereign. Surely, had I seen you 
there, with that steadfast, open, seemingly honest 
countenance, cheating the wily Greek by very dint 
of bluntness, I had not forborne laughing at the 
contrast between that and the thoughts of tliy 
heart. ” 

" God alone, ” said Hereward, “ knows the 
thoughts of our hearts; but I take Him to witness, 
that I am faithful to my promise, and will dis¬ 
charge the task intrusted to me. ” 

"Bravo! mine honest Anglo-Saxon,” said 
Achilles. " I pray thee to call my slaves to 
unarm me; and when thou thyself doffest those 
weapons of an ordinary lifeguardsman, tell them 
they never shall above twice more enclose the 
limbs of one for whom fate has much more fitting 
garments in store.” 

Hereward dared not intrust his voice with an 
answer to so critical a speech; he bowed pro¬ 
foundly, and retired to his own quarters in the 
building. 

Upon entering the apartment, he was imme¬ 
diately saluted by the voice of Count Robert, in joy¬ 
ful accents, not suppressed by the fear of making 
himself heard, though prudence should have made 
that uppermost in his mind. 

" Hast thou heard it, my dear Hereward, ” he 
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said — hast thou heard the proclamation, by 
which this Greek antelope hath defied me to 
tilting with grinded spears, and fighting three 
passages of arms with sharpened swords ? Yet 
there is something strange, too, that he should not 
think it safer to hold my lady to the encounter ? 
He may think, perhaps, that the Crusaders would 
not permit such a battle to be fought. But, by 
Our Lady of the Broken Lances! he little knows 
that the men of the West hold their ladies’ charac¬ 
ter for courage as jealously as they do their own. 
This whole night have I been considering in what 
armour I shall clothe me; what shift I shall make 
for a steed; and whether I shall not honour him 
sufficiently by using Tranchefer, as my only 
weapon, against his whole armour, offensive and 
defensive. ” 

“ I shall take care, however, ” said Hereward, 
“ that thou art better provided in case of need. — 
Thou knowest not the Greeks. ” . 
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CHAPTEE IV. 

The Varangian did not leave the Count of Paris 
until the latter had placed in his hands his signet¬ 
ring, semie (as the heralds express it) with lances 
splintered^ and bearing the proud motto, “ Mine 
yet unscathed. ” Provided with this symbol of 
confidence, it was now his business to take order 
for communicating the approaching solemnity to 
the leader of the Crusading army, and demanding 
for him, in the name of Kobert of Paris and the 
Lady Brenhilda, such a detachment of Western 
cavaliers as might insure strict observance of 
honour and honesty in the arrangement of the 
lists, and during the progress of the combat. The 
duties imposed on Hereward were such as to render 
it impossible for him to proceed personally to the 
camp of Godfrey; and though there were many of 
the Varangians in whose fidelity he could have 
trusted, he knew of none among those under his 
immediate command whose intelligence, on so 
novel an occasion, might be entirely depended on. 
In this perplexity he strolled, perhaps without 
well knowing why, to the gardens of Agelastes, 
where fortune once more produced him an inter¬ 
view with Bertha. 

No sooner had Hereward made her aware of his 
difficulty, than the faithful bower-maiden’s reso¬ 
lution was taken. 
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“ T see, ” said she, “ that the peril of this part of 
the adventure must rest with me; and wherefore 
should it not? My mistress, in the bosom of 
prosperity, offered herself to go forth into the wide 
world for my sake; I will for hers go to the camp 
of this Frankish lord. He is an honourable man, 
and a pious Christian, and his followers are faith¬ 
ful pilgrims. A woman can have nothing to fear 
who goes to such men upon such an errand. ” 

The Varangian, however, was too well ac¬ 
quainted with the manners of camps to permit the 
fair Bertha to go alone. He provided, therefore, 
for her safeguard a trusty old soldier, bound to his 
person by long kindness and confidence; and having 
thoroughly possessed her of the particulars of the 
message she was to deliver, and desired her to 
be in readiness without the enclosure at peep of 
dawn, returned once more to his barracks. 

With the earliest light, Hereward was again 
at the spot where he had parted overnight with 
Bertha, accompanied by the honest soldier to 
whose care he meant to confide her. In a short 
time he had seen them safely on board of a ferry¬ 
boat lying in the harbour; the master of which 
readily admitted them, after some examination of 
their licence to pass to Scutari, which was forged 
in the name of the Acolyte, as authorised by that 
foul conspirator, and which agreed with the ap¬ 
pearance of old Osmund and his young charge. 

The morning was lovely; and ere long the town 
of Scutari opened on the view of the travellers, 
glittering, as now, with a variety of architecture, 
which, though it might be termed fantastical, 
could not be denied the praise of beauty. These 
buildings rose boldly out of a thick grove of 
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cypresses, and other huge trees, the larger, pro¬ 
bably, as they were respected for filling the ceme¬ 
teries, and being the guardians of the dead. 

At the period we mention, another circum¬ 
stance, no less striking than beautiful, rendered 
doubly interesting a scene which must have been 
at all times greatly so. A large portion of that 
miscellaneous army, which came to regain the 
holy places of Palestine, and the blessed Sepulchre 
itself, from the infidels, had established them¬ 
selves in a ca mp within a mile, or thereabouts^ of 
Scutari.^^ Alth^ngj^ thpr^Wfi, thp. wcrp. 

Uestifute in _a great lupaanre of-^t^s, 

the“army~5xcepting^ thejiavilions-of eome leaders 
of higli ra nT^had constn ictftd fnr thfimap.lvp.s tcni-. 

n o t^un^asiiig Cc r- l he eye, being 
ttecorated with leaves and flowers, while the tall 
pennons and banners that floated over them with 
various devices, showed that the flower of Europe 
were assembled at that place. A loud and varied 
murmur, resembling that of a thronged hive, 
floated from the camp of the Crusaders to the 
neighbouring town of Scutari, and every now and 
then the deep tone was broken by some shriller 
sound, the note of some musical instrument, or 
the treble scream of some child or female, in fear 
or in gaiety. 

The party at length landed in safety; and as 
they approached one of the gates of the camp, 
there sallied forth a brisk array of gallant cava¬ 
liers, pages, and squires, exercising their masters’ 
horses or their own. From the noise they made, 
conversing at the very top of their voices, gal¬ 
loping, curveting, and prancing their palfreys, it 
seemed as if their early discipline had called them 
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to exercise ere the fumes of last night's revel 
were thoroughly dissipated by repose. So soon as 
they saw Bertha and her party, they approached 
them with cries which marked their country was 
Italy — " Ar erta! al* erta! Eoba de guadagno, 
cameradi! 

They gathered round the Anglo-Saxon maiden 
and her companions, repeating their cries in a man¬ 
ner which made Bertha tremble. Their general 
demand was, “ What was her business in their 
camp ? ” 

“ I would to the general-in-chief, cavaliers, ” 
answered Bertha, “ having a secret message to his 
ear. ” 

“ For whose ear ? ” said a leader of the party, 
a handsome youth of about eighteen years of age, 
who seemed either to have a sounder brain than 
his fellows, or to have overflowed it with less 
wine. “ Which of our leaders do you come hither 
to see ? ” he demanded. 

“ Godfrey of BouillonJ' 

“ Inaeed! ^'^aid the page who had spoken first. 

" Can nothing of less consequence serve thy turn ? 
Take a look amongst us; young are we all, and 
reasonably wealthy. My Lord of Bouillon is old, 
and if he has any sequins, he is not like to lavish 
them in this way.” 

“ Still I have a token t.n (InflFrpy nf 
answered Bertha, " an assured one; and he will 
little thank any who obstructs my free passage to 
him; ” and therewithal showing a little case, in 
which the signet of the Count of Paris was en¬ 
closed, "I will trust it in your hands,” she said. 


^ That is —'' Take heed! take heed! there is booty, comrades! 
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" if you promise not to open it, but to give me free 
access to the noble leader of the Crusaders. ” 

" I will, ” said the youth, “ and if such be the 
Duke's pleasure, thou shalt be admitted to him. ” 
" Ernest the Apulian, thy dainty Italian wit is 
caught in a trap, ” said one of his companions. 

" Thou art an ultramontane fool, Polydore, ” re¬ 
turned Ernest; " there may be more in this than 
either thy wit or mine is able to fathom. This 
maiden and one of her attendants wear a dress 
belonging to the Varangian Imperial Guard. They 
have perhaps been intrusted with a message from 
the Emperor, and it is not irreconcilable with 
Alexius's politics to send it through such mes¬ 
sengers as these. Let us, therefore, convey them 
in all honour to the General's tent.” 

“ Wi^ all my he art/ said Polydore. __ " A bl««- 
ey ^d wench is a pretty not the 

sauce of the camp-marshal, nor his taste in attir¬ 
ing men who give way to temptation. ^ Yet, ere I 
prove a fool like my companion, I would ask who 
or what this pretty maiden is, who comes to put 
noble princes and holy pilgrims in mind that they 
have in their time had the follies of men ? ” 

Bertha advanced and whispered in the ear of 
Ernest. Meantime joke followed jest, among 
Polydore and the rest of the gay youths, in riotous 
and ribald succession, which, however characteris¬ 
tic of the rude speakers, may as well be omitted 
here. Their effect was to shake in some degree 
the fortitude of the Saxon maiden, who had some 
difficulty in mustering courage to address them. 

1 Persons among the Crusaders found guilty of certain offences 
did penance in a dress of tar and feathers, though it is supposed 
a punishment of modmm invention. 
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/As you have mothers, gentlemen,” she said, “ as 
you have fair sisters, whom you would protect 
from dishonour with your best blood — as you 
love and honour those holy places which you are 
sworn to free from the infidel enemy, have compas¬ 
sion on me, that you may merit success in your 
undertaking! ” 

" Fear nothing, maiden, ” s aid Ernest. I will 
be your protector; and you, my comrades, be ruled 
by me. I have, during your brawling, taken a 
view, though somewhat against my promise, of the 
pledge which she bears, and if she who presents 
it is affronted or maltreated, be assured Godfrey of 
Bouillon will severely avenge the wrong done her. ” 

" Nay, comrade, if thou canst warrant us so 
much, ” said Polydore, " I will myself be most 
anxious to conduct the young woman in honour 
and safety to Sir Godfrey’s tent. ” 

" The princes, ” said Ernest, “ must be nigh 
meeting there in council. What I have said I 
will warrant and uphold with hand and life. 
More I might guess, but I conclude this sensible 
young maiden can speak for herself. ” 

“ Now, Heaven bless thee, gallant squire, ” said 
Bertha, “ and make thee alike brave and fortunate! 
Embarrass yourself no further about me, than to 
deliver me safe to your leader, Godfrey. ” 

" We spend time, ” said Ernest, springing from 
his horse. “ You are no soft Eastern, fair maid, 
and I presume you will find yourself under no 
difficulty in managing a quiet horse ? ” 

“Not the least,” said Bertha, as, wrapping 
herself in her cassock, she sprang from the ground, 
and alighted upon the spirited palfrey, as a linnet 
stoops upon a rose-bush. “ And now, sir, as my 
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business really brooks no delay, I will be indebted 
to you to show me instantly to the tent of Duke 
Godfrey of Bouillon.” 

By availing herself of this courtesy of the young 
Apulian, Bertha imprudently sepa r^tp.d hftrgplf 
from ^e old Varangian,: but the intentions of the 
youth were honourable, and he conducted her 
through the tents and huts to the pavilion of the 
celebrated general-in-chief of the Crusade. 

“ Here, ” he said, “ you must tarry for a space, 
under the guardianship of my companions ” (for 
two or three of the pages had accompanied them, 
out of curiosity to see the issue), “ and I will take 
the commands of the Duke of Bouillon upon the 
subject. ” 

To this nothing could be objected, and Bertha 
had nothing better to do than to admire the out¬ 
side of the tent, which, in one of Alexius's fits of 
generosity and munificence, had been presented by 
the Greek Emperor to the Chiefs of the Franks. 
It was raised upon tall spear-shaped poles, which 
had the semblance of gold; its curtains were of a 
thick stuff, manufactured of silk, cotton, and gold 
thread. The warders who stood round were (at 
least during the time that the council was held) 
old grave men, the personal squires of the body, 
most of them, of the sovereigns who had taken the 
Cross, and who could, therefore, be trusted as a 
guard over the assembly, without danger of their 
blabbing what they might overhear. Their ap¬ 
pearance was serious and considerate, and they 
looked like men who had taken upon them the 
Cross, not as an idle adventure of arms, but as a 
purpose of the most solemn and serious nature. 
Ooe of these stopped the Italian, and demanded 
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what business authorised him to press forward into 
the council of the Crusaders, who were already 
taking their seats. The page answered by giving 
his name, Ernest of Otranto, page of Prince 
Tancred, ” and stated that he announced a young 
woman, who bore a tokea.to the Duke. olBouillon, 
adding th’Slr'Tt'~wa s a ccompanied by a messag e fpx 
his own ear. 

Bertha, meantime, laid aside her mantle, or 
upper garment, and disposed the rest of her dress 
according to the Anglo-Saxon costume. She had 
hardly completed this task, before the page of 
Prince Tancred returned, to conduct her into the 
presence of the council of the Crusade. She fol¬ 
lowed his signal; while the other young men who 
had accompanied her, wondering at the apparent 
ease with which she gained admittance, drew back 
to a respectful distance from the tent, and there 
canvassed the singularity of their morning*s 
adventure. 

In the meanwhile, the ambassadress herself en¬ 
tered the council-chamber, exhibiting an agreeable 
mixture of shamefacedness and reserve, together 
with a bold determination to do her duty at all 
events. T here were abou t^ fifteen of the princip al 
Crusaj ^s_ assejn ^ i n c^ncil. mth t heir chiefs 
tainTC pdfrey^. . He^-himself was a tall strong man, 
arrived at that period of life in which men are sup¬ 
posed to have lost none of their resolution, while 
they have acquired a wisdom and circumspection 
unknown to their earlier years. The countenance 
of Godfrey bespoke both prudence and boldness, and 
resembled his hair, where a few threads of silver 
were already mingled with his raven locks. 

Tancred, the noblest knight of the Christian 
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chivalry, sat at no great distance from him with 
Hugh Earl of Vermandois, generally called the 
Great Count, the selfish and wily Bohemond, the 
powerful Eaymond of Provence, and others of the 
principal Crusaders, all more or less completely 
sheathed in armour. 

Bertha did not allow her courage to be broken 
down, but, advancing with a timid grace towards 
Godfrey, she placed in his hands the signet which 
had been restored to her by the young page, and 
after a deep obeisance spoke these words: “ Godfrey , 


Chief of the Holy Ei^ 

and you, his galfiTnt comrades, peers, and com¬ 
panions, by whatever titles you may be honoured, 
I, an humble maiden of England, daughter of 


since Chieftain o 


Foresters^ or free Anclo- 


Saxons, under the command of the celebrat ed 
Edric, d6~^aim^hat credence is due to the beare r 
of the true pledge which I put into your hand, on 
the part of one not the least considerable of your 
yown body, Count Eobert of Paris ”- 

‘ Our most honourable confederate, ” said Godfrey, 
looking at the ring. “ Most of you, my lords, 
must, I think, know this signet — a field sown 
with the fragments of many splintered lances. ” 
The signet was handed from one of the assembly 
to another, and generally recognised. 

When Godfrey had signified so ^jiuch, the maiden 
resumed her message. “ To all true Crusaders, 
therefore, comrades of Godfrey of Bouillon, and 
especially to the Duke himself — to all, I say, 
excepting Bohemond of Tarentum, whom he counts 
unworthy of his notice ”- 
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“Hah! me unworthy of his notice,” said Bohe- 
mond. “ What mean you by that, damsel ? — But 
the Count of Paris shall answer it to me. ” 

“ Under your favour. Sir Bohemond, ” said 
Godfrey, “ no. Our articles renounce the sending 
of challenges among ourselves, and the matter, if 
not dropped betwixt the parties, must be referred 
to the voice of this honourable council.” 

“ I think I guess the business now, my lord, ” 
said Bohemond. “ The Count of Paris is disposed 
to turn and tear me, because I offered him good 
counsel on the evening before we left Constanti¬ 
nople, when he neglected to accept or be guided 
by it ”- 

“ It will be the more easily explained, when we 
have heard his message, ” said Godfrey. — “ Speak 
forth Lord Robert of Paris’s charge, damsel, that 
we may take some order with that which now 
seems a perplexed business.” 

Bertha resumed her message; and, having briefly 
narrated the recent events, thus concluded: “ The 
battle is to be done to-morrow, about two hours 
after daybreak, and the Count entreats of the nobl e 
Duke of Lorraine that he will permit some fifty of 
^e lances of Fiunce to attend the deed of arms, 
and secure that fair and honourable conduct"which 
he has otherwise some doubts of receiving at the 
hands of his adversary. Or if any young and 
gallant knight should, of his own free will, wish 
to view the said combat, the Count will feel his 
presence as an honour; always he desires that the 
name of such knight be numbered carefully with 
the armed Crusaders who shall attend in the lists, 
and that the whole shall be limited, by Duke 
Godfrey’s own inspection, to fifty lances only. 
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which are enough to obtain the protection required, 
while more would be considered as a preparation 
for aggression upon the Grecians, and occasion 
the revival of disputes which are now happily at 
rest. ” 

Bertha had no sooner finished delivering her 
ihanifesto, and made with great grace her obeisance 
to the council, than a sort of whisper took place in 
the assembly, which soon assumed a more lively 
tone. 

Their solemn vow not to turn their back upon 
Palestine, now that they had set their hands to 
the plough, was strongly urged by some of the 
elder knights of the council, and two or three high 
prelates, who had by this time entered to take 
share in the deliberations. The young knights, 
on the other hand, were fired with indignation on 
hearing the manner in which their comrade had 
been trepanned; and few of them could think of 
missing a combat in the lists in a country in 
which such sights were so rare, and where one 
was to be fought so near them. 

Godfrey rested his brow on his hand, and seemed 
in great perplexity. To break with the Greeks, 
after having suffered so many injuries in order to 
maintain the advantage of keeping the peace with 
them, seemed very impolitic, and a sacrifice of all 
he had obtained by a long course of paintul for- 
Jaearance towards Alelaus Comn^us. On the 
other hand, he was bound as a man of honour to 
resent the injury offered to Count Robert of Paris, 
whose reckless spirit of chivalry made him the 
darling of the army. It was the cause, too, of a 
beautiful lady, and a brave one: every knight in 
the host would think himself bound, by his vow. 
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to hasten to her defence. When Godfrey spoke, 
it was to complain of the difficulty of the determi¬ 
nation, and the short time there was to consider 
the case. 

“ With submission to my Lord Duke of Lor- , 
raine, ” said Tancred> “ I was a knight ere I was 
a Crusader, and took on me the vows of chivalry, 
ere I jdaced this blessed sign upon my shoulder; 
the vow first made must be first discharged. I 
will therefore do penance for neglecting, for a 
space, the obligations of the second vow, while I 
observe that which recalls me to the first duty 
of knighthood — the relief of a distressed lady in 
the hands of men whose conduct towards her, and 
towards this host, in every respect entitles me to 
call them treacherous faitours. ” 

“ If my kinsman Tancred.” said Bohem ond^- 

will check his impetuosity, and you, my lords, 
will listen, as you have sometimes deigned to do, 
to my advice, I think I can direct you how to keep 
clear of any breach of your oath, and yet fully to 
relieve our distressed fellow-pilgrims. — I see some 
suspicious looks are cast towards me, which are 
caused perhaps by the churlish manner in which 
this violent and, in this case, almost insane young 
warrior has protested against receiving my assis¬ 
tance. My great offence is the having given him 
warning, by precept and example, of the treachery 
which was about to be practised against him, and 
instructed him to use forbearance and temperance. 
My warning he altogether contemned — my ex¬ 
ample he neglected to follow, and fell into the 
snare which was spread, as it were, before his 
very eyes. Yet the Count of Paris, in rashly con¬ 
temning me, has acted only from a temper which 
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misfortune and disappointment have rendered irra¬ 
tional and frantic. I am so far from bearing him 
ill-will, that, with your lordship's permission, and 
that of the present council, I will haste to the 
place of rendezvous with fifty lances, making up 
the retinue which attends upon each to at least ten 
men, which will make the stipulated auxiliary force 
equal to five hundred; and with these I can have 
little doubt of rescuing the Count and his lady. ” 

“ Nobly proposed, ” said the Duke of Bouillon; 
“ and with a charitable forgiveness of injuries 
which becomes our Christian expedition. But 
thou hast forgot the main difficulty, brother 
Bohemond, that we are sworn never to turn back 
upon the sacred journey. ” 

“ If we can elude that oath upon the present 
occasion, ” said Bohemond, it becomes our duty 
to do so. Are we such bad horsemen, or are our 
steeds so awkward, that we cannot rein them back 
from this to the landing-place at Scutari ? We 
can get them on shipboard in the same retrograde 
manner, and when we arrive in Europe, where our 
vow binds us no longer, the Count and Countess 
of Paris are rescued, and our vow remains entire 
in the Chancery of Heaven. ” 

A general shout arose — “ T^g lifp tn f||p gal¬ 
lant Bohemond! — Sha mo to u&4f we do no t fly to 
the assistance of so valian t » knight., and a. Inrly 
s o lovely, since we can do so without breach of 
our vow.** 

" Th6 question, ** said Godfrey, “ appears to me 
to be eluded rather than solved; yet such evasions 
have been admitted by the most learned and scru¬ 
pulous clerks; nor do I hesitate to admit of Bohe¬ 
mond *s expedient, any more than if the enemy 
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had attacked our rear, which might have occa¬ 
sioned our countermarching to be a case of absolute 
necessity. ” 

Some there were in the assembly, particularly 
the Churchmen, inclined to think that the oath 
by which the Crusaders had solemnly bound them¬ 
selves ought to be as literally obeyed. But Peter 
the Hermit, who had a place in the council, and 
possessed great weight, declared it as his opinion, 
“ That since the precise observance of their vow 
would tend to diminish the forces of the Crusade, 
it was in fact unlawful, and should not be kept 
according to the literal meaning, if, by a fair 
construction, it could be eluded. ” 

He offered himself to back the animal which he 
bestrode — that is, his ass; and though he was 
diverted from showing this example by the remon¬ 
strances of Godfrey of Bouillon, who was afraid of 
his becoming a scandal in the eyes of the heathen, 
yet he so prevailed by his arguments, that the 
knights, far from scrupling to countermarch, eagerly 
contended which should have the honour of making 
one of the party which should retrograde to Con¬ 
stantinople, see the combat, and bring back to 
the host in safety the valorous Count of Paris, of 
whose victory no one doubted, and his Amazonian 
Countess. 

This emulation was also put an end to by the 
authority of Godfrey, who himself selected the 
fifty knights who were to compose the party. 
They were chosen from different nations, and the 
command of the whole was given to young Tancred 
of Otranto. Notwithstanding the claim of Bohe- 
mond, Godfrey detained the latter, under the pre¬ 
text that his knowledge of the country and people 
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was absolutely necessary to enable the council to 
form the plan of the campaign in Syria; but in 
reality he dreaded the selfishness of a man of great 
ingenuity as well as military skill, who, finding 
himself in a separate command, might be tempted, 
should' opportunities arise, to enlarge his own 
power and dominion, at the expense of the pious 
purposes of the Crusade in general. The younger 
men of the expedition were chiefly anxious to pro¬ 
cure such horses as had been thoroughly trained, 
and could go through with ease and temper the 
manoeuvre of equitation, by which it was designed 
to render legitimate the movement which they 
had recourse to. The selection was at length 
made, and the detachment ordered to draw up in 
the rear, or upon the eastward line of the Chris¬ 
tian encampment. In the meanwhile, Godfrey 
charged Bertha with a message for the Count of 
Paris, in which, slightly censuring him for not 
observing more caution in his intercourse with the 
Greeks, he informed him that he had sent a 
detachment of fifty lances, with the corresponding 
squires, pages, men-at-arms, and crossbows, five 
hundred in number, commanded by the valiant 
Tancred, to his assistance. The Duke also in¬ 
formed him that he had added a suit of armour of 
the best temper Milan could afford, together with 
a trusty war-horse, which he entreated him to use 
upon the field of battle; for Bertha had not omitted 
to intimate Count Robert’s want of’ the means of 
knightly equipment. The horse was brought 
before the pavilion accordingly, completely barbed 
or armed in steel, and laden with armour for the 
knight’s body. Godfrey himself put the bridle 
into Bertha’s hand. 
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" Thou need’st not fear to trust thyself with this 
steed, he is as gentle and docile as he is fleet and 
brave. Place thyself on his back, and take heed 
thou stir not from the side of the noble Prince 
Tancred of Otranto, who will be the faithful 
defender of a maiden that has this day shown dex¬ 
terity, courage, and fidelity. ” 

Bertha bowed low, as her cheeks glowed at 
praise from one whose talents and worth were in 
such general esteem as to have raised him to the 
distinguished situation of leader of a host which 
numbered in it the bravest and most distinguished 
captains of Christendom. 

“ Who are yon two persons ? ** continued God¬ 
frey, speaking of the companions of Bertha, whom 
he saw in the distance before the tent. 

“ The one, ” answered the damsel, " is the master 
of the ferry-boat which brought me over; and the 
other, an old Varangian who came hither as my 
protector. ” 

“ As they may come to employ their eyes here, 
and their tongues on the opposite side, ” returned 
the General of the Crusaders, “ I do not think it 
prudent to let them accompany you. They shall 
remain here for some short time. The citizens of 
Scutari will not comprehend for some space what 
our intention is, and I could wish Prince Tancred 
and his attendants to be the first to announce their 
own arrival. ” 

Bertha accordingly intimated the pleasure of the 
French general to the parties, without naming his 
motives; when the ferryman began to exclaim on 
the hardship of intercepting him in his trade, and 
Osmund to complain of being detained from his 
duties. But Bertha, by the orders of Godfrey, 
VOL. II. — 5 
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left them, with the assurance that they would be 
soon at liberty. Finding themselves thus aban¬ 
doned, each applied himself to his favourite amuse¬ 
ment. The ferryman occupied himself in staring 
about at all that was new; and Osmund, having 
in the meantime accepted an offer of breakfast 
from some of the domestics, was presently engaged 
with a flask of such red wine as would have recon¬ 
ciled him to a worse lot than that which he at 
present experienced. 

The detachment of Tancred, fifty spears and 
their armed retinue, which amounted fully to five 
hundred men, after having taken a short and 
hasty refreshment, were in arms and mounted 
before the sultry hour of noon. After some 
manoeuvres, of which the Greeks of Scutari, whose 
curiosity was awakened by the preparations of the 
detachment, were at a loss to comprehend the pur¬ 
pose, they formed into a single column, having 
four men in front. When the horses were in this 
position, the whole riders at once began to rein 
back. The action was one to which both the cava¬ 
liers and their horses were well accustomed, nor 
did it at first afford much surprise to the specta¬ 
tors ; but when the same retrograde evolution was 
continued, and the body of Crusaders seemed about 
to enter the town of Scutari in so extraordinary a 
fashion, some idea of the truth began to occupy 
the citizens. The cry at length was general, 
when Tancred and a few others, whose horses were 
unusually well trained, arrived at the port, and 
possessed themselves of a galley, into which they 
led their horses, and, disregarding all opposition 
from the imperial officers of the haven, pushed the 
vessel off from the shore. 
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Other cavaliers did not accomplish their purpose 
so easily; the riders, or the horses, were less ac¬ 
customed to continue in the constrained pace for 
such a considerable length of time, so that many 
of the knights, having retrograded for one or two 
hundred yards, thought their vow was sufficiently 
observed by having so far deferred to it, and, 
riding in the ordinary manner into the town, 
seized without further ceremony on some vessels, 
which, notwithstanding the orders of the Greek 
Emperor, had been allowed to remain on tlie 
Asiatic side of the strait. Some less able horse¬ 
men met with various accidents; for though it 
was a proverb of the time, that nothing was so 
bold as a blind horse, yet from this mode of equi¬ 
tation, where neither horse nor rider saw the way 
he was going, some steeds were overthrown, others 
backed upon dangerous obstacles; and the bones of 
the cavaliers themselves suffered much more than 
would have been the case in an ordinary march. 

Those horsemen, also, who met with falls, in¬ 
curred the danger of being slain by the Greeks, had 
not Godfrey, surmounting his religious scruples, 
despatched a squadron to extricate them — a task 
which they performed with great ease. The 
greater part of Tancred’s followers succeeded in 
embarking, as was intended, nor was there more 
than a score or two finally amissing. To accom¬ 
plish their voyage, however, even the Prince of 
Otranto himself, and most of his followers, were 
obliged to betake themselves to the unknightly 
labours of the oar. This they found extremely 
difficult, as well from the state both of the tide 
and the wind, as from the want of practice at the 
exercise. Godfrey in person viewed their progress 
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anxiously, from a neighbouring height, and per¬ 
ceived with regret the difficulty which they found 
in making their way, which was still more in¬ 
creased by the necessity for their keeping in a 
body, and waiting for the slowest and worst- 
manned vessels, which considerably detained those 
that were more expeditious. They made some 
progress, however; nor had the commaiider-in- 
chief the least doubt that before sunset they would 
safely reach the opposite side of the strait. 

He retired at length from his post of observa¬ 
tion, having placed a careful sentinel in his stead, 
with directions to bring him word the instant that 
the detachment reached the opposite shore. This 
the soldier could easily discern by the eye, if it 
was daylight at the time; if, on the contrary, it 
was night before they could arrive, the Prince of 
Otranto had orders to show certain lights, which, 
in case of their meeting resistance from the Greeks, 
should be arranged in a peculiar manner, so as to 
indicate danger. 

Godfrey then explained to the Greek authorities 
of Scutari, whom he summoned before- him, the 
necessity there was that he should keep in readi¬ 
ness such vessels as could be procured, with 
which, in case of need, he was determined to 
transport a strong division from his army to sup¬ 
port those who had gone before. He then rode 
back to his camp, the confused murmurs of which, 
rendered more noisy by the various discussions 
concerning the events of the day, rolled off from 
the numerous host of the Crusaders, and mingled 
with the hoarse sound of the many-billowed 
Hellespont, 
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All is prepared — the chambers of the mine 

Are cramm’d with the combustible, which, harmless, 

While yet unkiiidled, as the sable sand. 

Needs but a spark to change its nature so, 

That he who wakes it from its slumbrous mood. 

Dreads scarce the explosion less than he who knows 
That ^tis his towers which meet its fury. 

Anonymous. 

When the sky is darkened suddenly, and the 
atmosphere grows thick and stifling, the lower 
ranks of creation entertain the ominous sense of a 
coming tempest. The birds fly to the thickets, the 
wild creatures retreat to the closest covers which 
their instinct gives them the habit of frequenting, 
and domestic animals show their apprehension of 
the approaching thunder-storm by singular actions 
and movements inferring fear and disturbance. 

It seems that human nature, when its original 
habits are cultivated and attended to, possesses, 
on similar occasions, something of that prescient 
foreboding, which announces the approaching tem¬ 
pest to the inferior ranks of creation. The culti¬ 
vation of our intellectual powers goes perhaps too 
far, when it teaches us entirely to suppress and 
disregard those natural feelings, which were origi¬ 
nally designed as sentinels by which nature warned 
us of impending danger. 

Something of the kind, however, still remains, 
and that species of feeling which announces to us 
sorrowful or alarming tidings, may be said, like 
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the prophecies of the weird sisters, to come over 
us like a sudden cloud. 

During the fatal day which was to precede the 
combat of the Caesar with the Count of Paris, 
there were current through the city of Constanti¬ 
nople the most contradictory, and at the same 
time the most terrific, reports. Privy conspiracy, 
it was alleged, was on the very eve of breaking out; 
open war, it was reported by others, was about to 
shake her banners over the devoted city; the pre¬ 
cise cause was not agreed upon, any more than the 
nature of the enemy. Some said that the barba¬ 
rians from the borders of Thracia, the Hungarians, 
as they were termed, and the Comani, were on 
their march from the frontiers to surprise the city; 
another report stated that the Turks, who, during 
this period, were established in Asia, had resolved 
to prevent the threatened attack of the Crusaders 
upon Palestine, by surprising not only the Western 
Pilgrims, but the Christians of the East, by one of 
their innumerable invasions, executed with their 
characteristic rapidity. 

Another report, approaching more near to the 
truth, declared that the Crusaders themselves, 
having discovered their various causes of com¬ 
plaint against Alexius Comnenus, had resolved to 
march back their united forces tolfibe capital, with 
a view of dethroning or chastising him; and the 
citizens were dreadfully alarmed for the conse¬ 
quences of the resentment of men so fierce in their 
habits and so strange in their manners. In short, 
although they did not all agree on the precise 
cause of danger, it was yet generally allowed that 
something of a dreadful kind was impending, 
which appeared to be in a certain degree confirmed 
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by the motions that were taking place among the 
troops. The Varangians, as well as the Immor¬ 
tals, were gradually assembled, and placed in 
occupation of the strongest parts of the city, until 
at length the fleet of galleys, row-boats, and trans¬ 
ports occupied by Tancred and his party were 
observed to put themselves in motion from Scutari, 
and attempt to gain such a height in the narrow 
sea as upon the turn of the tide should transport 
them to the port of the capital. 

Alexius Comnenus was himself struck at this 
unexpected movement on the part of the Crusaders. 
Yet, after some conversation with Hereward, on 
whom he had determined to repose his confidence, 
and had now gone too far to retreat, he became 
reassured, the more especially by the limited size 
of the detachment which seemed to meditate so 
bold a measure as an attack upon his capital. To 
those around him he said with carelessness that it 
was hardly to be supposed that a trumpet could 
blow to the charge, within hearing of the Crusa¬ 
ders* camp, without some out of so many knights 
coming forth to see the cause and the issue of the 
conflict. 

The conspirators also had their secret fears when 
the little armament of Tancred had been seen on 
the straits. Agelastea^ ounted a mule, and went 
to the shore oT^the sea, at the place now called 
Galata. He met Bertha*s o lfl r^}^rn 

Go ^rey had set at liberty, partly in contempt, 
andT^artly that the report he was likely to make 
might serve to amuse the conspirators in the city. 
Closely examined by Agelastes, he confessed that 
the present detachment, so far as he understood, 
was despatched at the instance of Bohemond, and 
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was under the command of his kins man Tancred. 
whose well-known banner was tioatingfrom the 
headmost vessel. This gave courage to Agelastes, 
who, in the course of his intrigues, had opened a 
private communication with the wily and ev^e r. 
mercenar y Anti och. The object of the 

philosopher had been to obtain from Bohemond a 
body of his followers to co-operate in the intended 
conspiracy, and fortify the party of insurgents. It 
is true, that Bohemond had returned no answer, 
but the account now given by the ferryman, and 
the sight of Tancred the kinsman of Bohemond’s 
banner displayed on the straits, satisfied the phi¬ 
losopher that his offers, his presents, and his pro¬ 
mises had gained to his side the avaricious Italian, 
and that this band had been selected by Bohemond, 
and were coming to act in his favour. 

As Agelastes turned to go off, he almost jostled 
a person as much muffled up, and apparently as 
unwilling to be known, as the philosopher him¬ 
self. Alexius Comnenus, however — for it was 
the Emperor himself — knew Agelastes, though 
rather from his stature and gestures, than his 
countenance; and could not forbear whispering in 
his ear, as he passed, the well-known lines, to 
which the pretended sage’s various acquisitions 
gave some degree of point: — 

Grammaticus, rhetor, geometres, pictor, aliptes, 

Augur, scboenobates, medicus, magus; omnia novit. 

Grasculus esurieiis in caelum, jusseris, ibit.^ 

Agelastes first started at the unexpected sound of 
the Emperor’s voice, yet immediately recovered 

' The lines of Juvenal imitated by Johnson in his ** London ” — 
All sciences a fasting Monsieur knows, 

And bid him go to hell— to hell he goes. 
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presence of mind, the want of which had made 
him suspect himself betrayed; and without taking 
notice of the rank of the person to whom he spoke, 
he answered by a quotation which should return 
the alarm he had received. The speech that sug¬ 
gested itself was said to be that which the Phan¬ 
tom of Cleonice dinned into the ears of the tyrant 
who murdered her — 

Tu cole justitiam ; teque atque alios manet ultor.^ 

The sentence, and the recollections which accom¬ 
panied it, thrilled through the heart of the Empe¬ 
ror, who walked on, however, without any notice 
or reply. 

“ The vile conspirator, ” he said, “ had his asso¬ 
ciates around him, otherwise he had not hazarded 
that threat. Or it may have been worse — Age- 
lastes himself, on the very brink of this world, 
may have obtained that singular glance into 
futurity proper to that situation, and perhaps 
speaks less from his own reflection than from a 
strange spirit of prescience, which dictates his 
words. Have I then in earnest sinned so far in 
my imperial duty as to make it just to apply to 
me the warning used by the injured Cleonice to 
her ravisher and murderer ? Methinks I have not. 
Methinks, that at less expense than that of a just 
severity, I could ill have kept my seat in the high 
place where Heaven has been pleased to seat me, 
and where, as a ruler, I am bound to maintain my 
station. Methinks the sum of those who have 
experienced my clemency may be well numbered 
with that of such as have sustained the deserved 

^ “ Do thou cultivate justice; for thee and for others there 
remains an avenger.” — Ovid, MeU 



74 


COUNT ROBERT OF PARIS. 


punishments of their guilt. — But has that ven¬ 
geance, however deserved in itself, been always 
taken in a legal or justifiable manner ? My con¬ 
science, I doubt, will hardly answer so home a 
question; and where is the man, had he the vir¬ 
tues of Antoninus himself, that can hold so high 
and responsible a place, yet sustain such an inter¬ 
rogation as is implied in that sort of warning 
which I have received from this traitor ? Tu cole 
justitiam — we all need to use justice to others — 
Teque atque alios manet ultor — we are all ame¬ 
nable to an avenging being — I will see the Patri¬ 
arch — instantly will I see him; and by confessing 
my transgressions to the Church, I will, by her 
plenary indulgence, acquire the right of spending 
the last day of my reign in a consciousness of 
innocence, or at least of pardon — a state of mind 
rarely the lot of those whose lines have fallen in 
lofty places. ” 

So saying, he passed to the palace of Zosimus 
the Patriarch, to whom he could unbosom himself 
with more safety, because he had long considered 
Agelastes as a private enemy to the Church, and a 
man attached to th e ancient doctrines of heathen- 
ism. In the councils of the state they ^re also 
opposed to each other, nor did the Emperor doubt 
that, in communicating the secret of the conspiracy 
to the Patriarch, he was sure to attain a loyal and 
firm supporter in the defence which he proposed 
to himself. He therefore gave a signal by a low 
whistle, and a confidential officer, well mounted, 
approached him, who attended him in his ride, 
though unostentatiously, and at some distance. 

In this manner, therefore, Alexius Comnenus 
proceeded to the palace of the Patriarch, with as 
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much speed as was consistent with his purpose of 
avoiding to attract any particular notice as he 
passed through the street. During the whole ride 
the warning of Agelastes repeatedly occurred to 
him, and his conscience reminded him of too many 
actions of his reign which could only be justified 
by necessity, emphatically said to be the tyrant’s 
plea, and which were of themselves deserving the 
dire vengeance so long delayed. 

When he came in sight of the splendid towers 
which adorned the front of the patriarchal palace, 
he turned aside from the lofty gates, repaired to a 
narrow court, and again giving his mule to his 
attendant, he stopped before^postern, whose low 
arch and humble architrave seemed to exclude the 
possibility of its leading to any place of impor¬ 
tance. On knocking, however, a priest of an in¬ 
ferior order opened the door, who, with a deep 
reverence, received the Emperor so soon as he had 
made himself known, and conducted him into the 
interior of the palace. Demanding a secret inter¬ 
view with the Patriarch,A lexius was then ushered 
into his private library, where he was received by 
the aged priest with the deepest respect, which 
the nature of his communication soon changed into 
horror and astonishment. 

Although Alexius was supposed by many of his 
own court, and particularly by some members of 
his own family, to be little better than a hypo¬ 
crite in his religious professions, yet such severe 
observers were uojust in branding him with a 
name so odious. He was indeed aware of the great 
support which he received from the good opinion 
of the clergy, and to them he was willing to make 
sacrifices for the advantage of the Church, or of 
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individual prelates who manifested fidelity to the 
crown; but though, on the one hand, such sacri¬ 
fices were rarely made by Alexius without a view 
to temporal policy, yet, on the other, he regarded 
them as recommended by his devotional feelings, 
and took credit to himself for various grants and 
actions, as dictated by sincere piety, which, in 
another aspect, were the fruits of temporal policy. 
His mode of looking on these measures was that of 
a person with oblique vision, who sees an object 
in a different manner, according to the point from 
which he chances to contemplate it. 

The Emperor placed his own errors of govern¬ 
ment before the Patriarch in his confession, giving 
due weight to every breach of morality as it oc¬ 
curred, and stripping from them the lineaments 
and palliative circumstances which had in his own 
imagination lessened their guilt. The Patriarch 
heard, to his astonishment, the real thread of 
many a court intrigue, which had borne a very 
different appearance, till the Emperor's narrative 
either justified his conduct upon the occasion, or 
left it totally unjustifiable. Upon the whole, the 
balance was certainly more in favour of Alexius 
than the Patriarch had supposed likely in that 
more distant view he had taken of the intrigues 
of the court, when, as usual, the ministers and the 
courtiers endeavoured to make up for the applause 
which they had given in council to the most 
blamable actions of the absolute monarch, by else¬ 
where imputing to his motives greater guilt than 
really belonged to them. Many men who had 
fallen sacrifices, it was supposed, to the personal 
spleen or jealousy of the Emperor, appeared to 
have been in fact removed from life, or from 
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liberty, because their enjoying either was incon¬ 
sistent with the quiet of the state and the safety 
of the 

^ZosimuS-irtlso^^ what he perhaps"^ already 
suspected, that amidst the profound silence of 
despotism which seemed to pervade the Grecia n 
enipire^ it heaved frequently v/ith convulsive 
throes, which ever and anon made obvious the 
existence of a volcano under the surface. Thus, 
while smaller delinquencies, or avowed discontent 
with the imperial government, seldom occurred, 
and were severely punished when they did, the 
deepest and most mortal conspiracies against the 
life and the authority of the Emperor were che¬ 
rished by those nearest to his person; and he 
was often himself aware of them,* though it was 
not until they approached an explosion that he 
dared act upon his knowledge, and punish the 
conspirators. 

T he whole treason of the Caesar, with his ass o¬ 
ciates, Agelasteg „ andZ ^liilles^^iu^ _ w as heard 
By the Patriarch with wonder and astonishment, 
and he was particularly surprised at the dexterity 
with which the Emperor, knowing the existence 
of so dangerous a conspiracy at home, had been 
able to parry the danger from the Crusaders 
occurring at the same moment. 

“ In that respect, ” said the Emperor, to whom 
indeed the Churchman hinted his surprise, “ I 
have been singularly unfortunate. Had I been 
secure of the forces of my own empire, I might 
have taken one out of two manly and open courses 
with these frantic warriors of the West — I might, 
my reverend father, have devoted the sums paid to 
Bohemond and other of the more selfish among the 
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Crusaders to the honest and open support of the 
army of Western Christians, and safely transported 
them to Palestine, without exposing them to the 
great loss which they are likely to sustain by the 
opposition of the infidels; their success would 
have been in fact my own, and a Latin kingdom 
in Palestine, defended by its steel-clad warriors, 
would have been a safe and unexpugnable barrier 
of the empire against the Saracens. Or, if it was 
thought more expedient for the protection of the 
empire and the Holy Church, over which you are 
ruler, we might at once, and by open force, have 
defended the frontiers of our states against a host 
commanded by so many different and discording 
chiefs, and advancing upon us with such equivocal 
intentions. If*the first swarm of these locusts, 
under him whom they called Walter the Penni¬ 
less, was thinned by the Hungarians, and totally 
destroyed by the Turks, as the pyramids of bones 
on the frontiers of the country still keep in 
memory, surely the united forces of the Grecian 
empire would have had little difficulty in scat¬ 
tering this second flight, though commanded by 
these Godfreys, Bohemonds, and Tancreds. ” 

The Patriarch was silent, for though he dis¬ 
liked, or rather detested, the Crusaders, as mem¬ 
bers of the Latin Church, he yet thought it highly 
doubtful that in feats of battle they could have 
been met and overcome by the Grecian forces. 

" At any rate, ” said Alexius, rightly interpreting 
his silence, “ if vanquished, I had fallen under my 
shield as a^Gregt-emperor should, nor had I been 
forced into these mean measures of attacking men 
by stealth, and with forces disguised as infidels; 
while the lives of the faithful soldiers of the 
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empire, who have fallen in obscure skirmishes, 
had better, both for them and me, been lost bravely 
in their ranks, avowedly fighting for their native 
emperor and their native country. Now, and as 
the matter stands, I shall be handed down to pos¬ 
terity as a wily tyrant, who engaged his subjects 
in fatal feuds for the safety of his own obscure 
life. Patriarch! these crimes rest not with me, 
but with the rebels whose intrigues compelled me 
into such courses. —What, reverend father, will 
be my fate hereafter ? — and in what light shall 
I descend to posterity, the author of so many 
disasters 1 ” 

“ For futurity, ” said the Patriarch, “ your grace 
hath referred yourself to the Holy Church, which 
hath power to bind and to loose; your means of 
propitiating her are ample, and I have already 
indicated such as she may reasonably expect, in 
consequence of your repentance and forgiveness. ” 

“ They shall be granted, ” replied the Emperor, 
" in their fullest extent; nor will I injure you in 
doubting their effect in the next world. In this 
present state of existence, however, the favourable 
opinion of the Church may do much for me during 
this important crisis. If we understand each 
other, good Zosimus, her doctors and bishops are 
to thunder in my behalf, nor is my benefit from 
her pardon to be deferred till the funeral monument 
closes upon me ? ” 

“ Certainly not, ” said Zosimus; " the conditions 
which I have already stipulated being strictly 
attended to. ” 

“ And my memory in history, ” said Alexius, “ in 
what manner is that to be preserved ? ” 

“ For that, ” answered the Patriarch, your Im- 
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perial Majesty must trust to the filial piety and 
literary talents of your accomplished daughter, 
Anna Comnena. ” 

The Emperor shook his head. " This unhappy 
Csesar, ” he said, " is like to make a quarrel be¬ 
tween us; for I shall scarce pardon so ungrateful 
a rebel as he is, because my daughter clings to 
him with a woman’s fondness. Besides, good 
Zosimus, it is not, I believe, the page of a histo¬ 
rian such as my daughter that is most likely to 
be received without challenge by posterity. Some 
Procopius, some philosophical slave, starving in 
a garret, aspires to write the life of an emperor 
whom he durst not approach; and although the 
principal merit of his production be, that it con¬ 
tains particulars upon the subject which no man 
durst have promulgated while the prince was 
living, yet no man hesitates to admit such as true 
when he has passed from the scene. ” 

“ On that subject, ” said Zosimus, “ I can afford 
your Imperial Majesty neither relief nor protec¬ 
tion. If, however, your memory is unjustly slan¬ 
dered upon earth, it will be a matter of indifference 
to your Highness, who will be then, I trust, 
enjoying a state of beatitude which idle slander 
cannot assail. The only way, indeed, to avoid it 
while on this side of time, would be to write your 
Majesty’s own memoirs while you are yet in the 
body; so convinced am I that it is in your power 
to assign legitimate excuses for those actions of 
your life, which without your doing so, would 
seem most worthy of censure.” 

" Change we the subject, ” said the Emperor; 
“ and since the danger is imminent, let us take 
care for the present, and leave future ages to judge 
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for themselves. — What circumstance is it, reve¬ 
rend father, in your opinion, which encourages 
these conspirators to make so audacious an appeal 
to the populace and the Grecian soldiers ? ” 

“ nftrtaiTil y^** answered, the.Pat riarch. the mos t 
irritating i ncident of vour_ Highness* , reign was 
lhe_ fale o f Urseh who, submitting, it_ Js said, 
up on capitu la^^ rto life, limb, and Ijberty ^^was 
sS rved^to ^ath by your orders, in the dun ggLons 
of th e Blacqu ernal, and whose courage, liberality, 
and other popular virtues are still fondly remem¬ 
bered by the citizens of this metropolis, and by 
the soldiers of the guard, called Immortal. ” 

“ And this, ” said the Emperor, fixing his eye 
upon his confessor, your reverence esteems ac¬ 
tually the most dangerous point of the popular 
tumult ? ” 

“ I cannot doubt, ” said the Patriarch, “ that his 
very name, boldly pronounced, and artfully re¬ 
peated, will be the watchword, as has been plotted, 
of a horrible tumult. ” 

" I thank Heaven! ” said the Emperor. " On 
that particular I will be on my guard. Good¬ 
night to your reverence! and, believe me, that all 
in this scroll, to which I have set my hand, shall 
be with the utmost fidelity accomplished. Be 
not, however, over impatient in this business; 
such a shower of benefits falling at once upon 
the Church would make men suspicious that the 
prelates and ministers proceeded rather as acting 
upon a bargain between the Emperor and Patriarch 
than as paying or receiving an atonement offered 
by a sinner in excuse of his crimes. This would 
be injurious, father, both to yourself and me. ” 
“All regular delay,” said the Patriarch, “shall 

VOL. n.—6 



82 


COUNT ROBERT OF PARIS. 


be interposed at your Highness's pleasure; and we 
shall trust to you for recollection that the bargain, 
if it could be termed one, was of your own seeking, 
and that the benefit to the Church was contingent 
upon the pardon and the support which she has 
afforded to your Majesty.” 

“ True, ” said the Emperor — “ most true — nor 
shall I forget it. Once more adieu, and forget not 
what I have told thee. This is a night, Zosimus, 
in which the Emperor must toil like a slave, if 
he means not to return to the humble Alexius 
Comnenus, and even then there were no resting- 
place. ” 

So saying, he took leave of the Patriarch, who 
was highly gratified with the advantages he had 
obtained tor the Church, which many of his pre¬ 
decessors had struggled for in vain. He resolved, 
therefore, to support the staggering Alexius. 



CHAPTEE VI. 


Heaven knows its time; the bullet has its billet, 
Arrow and javelin each its destined purpose ; 

The fated beasts of Nature’s lower strain 
Have each their separate task. 

Old Play. 


Agelastes, after crossing the Emperor in the 
manner we have already described, and after 
having taken such measures as occurred to him 
to insure the success of the conspiracy, returned 
to the lodge of his garden, where the lady of the 
Count of Paris still remained, her only companion^ 
b eing an ol d woman named V exhelia. the wife of 
jhe soldier who accompanied Bertha to the ca mp 
ol the Crusader s; the kind-hearted maiden having 
stipulated that, during her absence, her mistress 
was not to be left without an attendant, and that 
attendant connected with the Varangian Guard. 
He had been all day playing the part of the am¬ 
bitious politician, the selfish time-server, the dark 
and subtle conspirator; and now it seemed as if, 
to exhaust the catalogue of his various parts in 
the human drama, he chose to exhibit himself in 
the character of the wily sophist, and justify, or 
seem to justify, the arts by which he had risen to 
wealth and eminence, and hoped even now to arise 
to royalty itself. 

“ Fair Countess, ” he said, “ what occasion is 
there for your wearing this veil of sadness over 
a countenance so lovely ? ” 
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“ Do you suppose me, ” said Brenhild a, " a stock, 
a stone, or a creature without the feelings of a 
sensitive being, that I should endure mortification, 
imprisonment, danger, and distress, without ex¬ 
pressing the natural feelings of humanity ? Do you 
imagine that to a lady like me, as free as the 
unreclaimed falcon, you can offer the insult of 
captivity, without my being sensible to the dis¬ 
grace, or incensed against the authors of it ? And 
dost thou think that I will receive consolation at 
thy hands — at thine — one of the most active 
artificers in this web of treachery in which I am 
so basely entangled ? ” 

“Not entangled certainly by my means,” an¬ 
swered Agelastes. “ Clap your hands, call for 
what you wish, and the slave who refuses instant 
obedience had better been unborn. Had I not, 
with reference to your safety and your honour, 
agreed for a short time to be your keeper, that 
office would have been usurped by the Csesar, 
whose object you know, and may partly guess the 
modes by which it would be pursued. Why then 
dost thou childishly weep at being held for a short 
space in an honourable restraint, which the re¬ 
nowned arms of your husband will probably put 
an end to long ere to-morrow at noon ? ” 

“ Canst thou not comprehend, ” said the Countess, 
“ thou man of many words, but of few honourable 
thoughts, that a heart like mine, which has been 
trained in the feelings of reliance upon my own 
worth and valour, must be necessarily affected 
with shame at being obliged to accept, even from 
the sword of a husband, that safety which I would 
gladly have owed only to my own?” 

“ Thou art misled. Countess, ” answered the 
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philosopher, " by thy pride, a failing predominant 
in woman. Thinkest thou there has been no 
offensive assumption in laying aside the character 
of a mother and a wife, and adopting that of one 
of those brain-sick female fools, who, like the 
bravoes of the other sex, sacrifice everything that 
is honourable or useful to a frantic and insane 
affectation of courage ? Believe me, fair lady, that 
the true system of virtue consists in filling thine 
own place gracefully in society, breeding up thy 
children, and delighting those of the other sex; 
and anything beyond this may well render thee 
hateful or terrible, but can add nothing to thy 
amiable qualities. ” 

Thou pretendest, ” said the Countess, to be a 
philosopher; methinks thou shouldst know that 
the fame which hangs its chaplet on the tomb of 
a brave hero or heroine is worth all the petty 
engagements in which ordinary persons spend the 
current of their time. One hour of life, crowded 
to the full with glorious action, and filled with 
noble risks, is worth whole years of those mean 
observances of paltry decorum, in which men steal 
through existence, like sluggish waters through a 
marsh, without either honour or observation. ” 

“ Daughter, ” said Agelastes, approaching nearer 
to the lady, “ it is with pain I see you bewildered 
in errors which a little calm reflection might 
remove. We may flatter ourselves, and human 
vanity usually does so, that beings infinitely more 
powerful than those belonging to mere humanity 
are employed daily in measuring out the good and 
evil of this world, the termination of combats, or 
the fate of empires, according to their own ideas 
of what is right or wrong, or, more properly, ac- 
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cording to what we ourselves conceive to be such. 
The Greek heathens, renowned for their wisdom, 
and glorious for their actions, explained to men of 
ordinary minds the supposed existence of Jupiter 
and his Pantheon, where various deities presided 
over various virtues and vices, and regulated the 
temporal fortune and future happiness of such as 
practised them. The more learned and wise of the 
ancients rejected such the vulgar interpretation, 
and wisely, although affecting a deference to the 
public faith, denied before their disciples in pri¬ 
vate the gross fallacies of Tartarus and Olympus, 
the vain doctrines concerning the gods themselves, 
and the extravagant expectations which the vulgar 
entertained of an immortality, supposed to be pos¬ 
sessed by creatures who were in every respect 
mortal, both in the conformation of their bodies 
and in the internal belief of their souls. Of these 
wise and good men some granted the existence of 
the supposed deities, but denied that they cared 
about the actions of mankind any more than those 
of the inferior animals. A merry, jovial, careless 
life, such as the followers of Epicurus would 
choose for themselves, was what they assigned for 
those gods whose being they admitted. Others, 
more bold or more consistent, entirely denied the 
existence of deities who apparently had no proper 
object or purpose, and believed that such of them, 
whose being and attributes were proved to us by 
no supernatural appearances, had in reality no 
existence whatever.” 

“ Stop, wretch! ” said the Countess, “ and know 
that thou speakest not to one of those blinded 
heathens of whose abominable doctrines you are 
detailing the result. Know, that if an erring, I 
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am nevertheless a sincere daughter of the Church, 
and this cross displayed on my shoulder is a suffi¬ 
cient emblem of the vows I have undertaken in its 
cause. Be therefore wary, as thou art wily; for, 
believe me, if thou scoffest or utterest reproach 
against my holy religion, what I am unable to 
answer in language I will reply to, without hesi¬ 
tation, with the point of my dagger. ” (e) 

“ To that argument, ” said Agelastes, drawing 
back from the neighbourhood of Brenhilda, " be¬ 
lieve me, fair lady, I am very unwilling to urge 
your gentleness. But although I shall not venture 
to say anything of those superior and benevolent 
powers to whom you ascribe the management of 
the world, you will surely not take offence at my 
noticing those base superstitions which have been 
adopted in explanation of what is called by the 
Magi the Evil Principle. Was there ever received 
into a human creed a being so mean — almost so 
ridiculous—as the Christian Satan? A goatish 
figure and limbs, with grotesque features, formed 
to express the most execrable passions; a degree of 
power scarce inferior to that of the Deity; and a 
talent at the same time scarce equal to that of the 
stupidest of the lowest order! What is he, this 
being, who is at least the second arbiter of the 
human race, save an immortal spirit, with the 
petty spleen and spite of a vindictive old man or 
old woman ? ” 

Agelastes made a singular pause in this part of 
his discourse. A mirror of considerable size hung 
in the apartment, so that the philosopher could see 
in its reflection the figure of Brenhilda, and remark 
the change of her countenance, though she had 
averted her face from him in hatred of the doc- 
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trines which he promulgated. On this glass the 
philosopher had his eyes naturally fixed, and he 
was confounded at perceiving a figure glide from 
behind the shadow of a curtain, and glare at him 
with the supposed mien and expression of the 
Satan of monkish mythology, or a satyr of the 
heathen age. 

“ Man! ” said Brenhilda, whose attention was 
attracted by this extraordinary apparition, as it 
seemed, of the fiend, “ have thy wicked words, and 
still more wicked thoughts, brought the devil 
amongst us? If so, dismiss him instantly, else, 
by Jlur Lady of the Broken Lances! thou shalt 
know better than at present what is the temper of 
a Frankish maiden, when in presence of the fiend 
himself, and those who pretend skill to raise him! 
I wish not to enter into a contest unless com¬ 
pelled; but if I am obliged to join battle with an 
enemy so horrible, believe me, no one shall say 
that Brenhilda feared him.” 

Agelastes, after looking with surprise and horror 
at the figure as reflected in the glass, turned back 
his head to examine the substance, of which the 
reflection was so strange. The object, however, 
had disappeared behind the curtain, under which 
it probably lay hid, and it was after a minute 
or two that the half-gibing, half-scowling counte¬ 
nance showed itself again in the same position 
in the mirror. 

" By the gods! ” said Agelastes- 

“ In whom but now, ” said the Countess, “ you 
professed unbelief, ” 

By the gods! ” repeated Agelastes, in part 
recovering himself, " it is Sylvan! that singular 
mockery of humanity, who was said to have been 
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brought from Taprobana. I warrant he also be¬ 
lieves in his jolly god Pan, or the veteran Syl- 
vanus. He is to the uninitiated a creature whose 
appearance is full of terrors, but he shrinks before 
the philosopher like ignorance before knowledge. ” 
So saying, he with one hand pulled down the cur¬ 
tain, under which the animal had nestled itself 
when it entered from the garden-window of the 
pavilion, and with the other, in which he had a 
staff uplifted, threatened to chastise the creature, 
with the words —" How now, Sylvanus! what 
insolence is this ? — To your place! ” 

As, in uttering these words, he struck the ani¬ 
mal, the blow unluckily lighted upon his wounded 
hand, and recalled its bitter smart. The wild 
temper of the creature returned, unsubdued for the 
moment by any awe of man: uttering a fierce and, 
at the same time, stifled cry, it flew on the philo¬ 
sopher, and clasped its strong and sinewy arms 
about his throat with the utmost fury. The old 
man twisted and struggled to deliver himself from 
the creature ^s grasp, but in vain. S ylvan kept 
h old of his prize, compressed his sinewy arms, and 
a bode by his purpose of not quitting his hold o f 
t he philosopher's throat until he had breathed hip 
Jas^ Two more bitter yells, accompanied each 
with a desperate contortion of the countenance and 
squeeze of the hands, concluded, in less than five 
minutes, the dreadful strife. 

Agelastes lay dead upon the ground (/), and his 
assassin Sylvan, springing from the body as if 
terrified and alarmed at what he had done, made 
his escape by the window. The Countess stood 
in astonishment, not knowing exactly whether she 
had witnessed a supernatural display of the judg- 
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ment of Heaven, or an instance of its vengeance 
by mere mortal means. Her new attfindmit. Vpy^ 
Jielia was no less astonished, though her acquaint¬ 
ance with the a niTT^al —cansideraMy moie^ 

Jjitimai^ 

“ Lady, ” she said, that gigantic creature is an 
animal of great strength, resembling mankind in 
form, but huge in its size, and, encouraged by its 
immense power, sometimes malevolent in its inter¬ 
course with mortals. I have heard the Varan¬ 
gians often talk of it as belonging to the imperial 
museum. It is fitting we remove the body of this 
unhappy man, and hide it in a plot of shrubbery 
in the garden. It is not likely that he will be 
missed to-night, and to-morrow there will be other 
matter astir, which will probably prevent much 
inquiry about him. ” The Countess Brenhilda 
assented, for she was not one of those timorous 
females to whom the countenances of the dead are 
objects of terror. 

Trusting to the parole which she had given, 
Agelastes had permitted the Countess and her 
attendant the freedom of his gardens, of that part 
at least adjacent to the pavilion. They therefore 
were in little risk of interruption as they bore 
forth the dead body between them, and without 
much trouble disposed of it in the thickest part of 
one of the bosquets with which the garden was 
studded. 

As they returned to their place of abode or con¬ 
finement, the Countess, half speaking to herself, 
half addressing Vexhelia, said, “ I am sorry for 
this; not that the infamous wretch did not deserve 
the full punishment of Heaven coming upon him 
in the very moment of blasphemy and infidelity. 
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but because the courage and truth of the unfortu¬ 
nate Brenhilda may be brought into suspicion, as 
his slaughter took place when he was alone with 
her and her attendant, and as no one was witness 
of the singular manner in which the old blasphemer 
met his end. —Thou knowest, ” she added, ad¬ 
dressing herself to Heaven — " thou! blessed Lady 
of the Broken Lances, the protectress both of Bren¬ 
hilda and her husband, well knowest, that what¬ 
ever faults may be mine, I am free from the 
slightest suspicion of treachery; and into thy 
hands I put my cause, with a perfect reliance upon 
thy wisdom and bounty to bear evidence in my 
favour. ” So saying, they returned to the lodge 
unseen, and with pious and submissive prayers 
the Countess closed that eventful evening. 



CHAPTER VIL 


Will you hear of a Spanish lady, 

How she wooed an Englishman ? 

Garments gay, as rich as may be, 

Deck’d with jewels she had on. 

Of a comely countenance and grace was she, 

And by birth and parentage of high degree. 

Old Ballad. 

We left Alexius Comnenus after he had unloaded 
his conscience in the ears of the Patriarch, and 
received from him a faithful assurance of the 
pardon and patronage of the national Church. He 
took leave of the dignitary with some exulting 
exclamations, so unexplicitly expressed, however, 
that it was by no means easy to conceive the 
meaning of what he said. His first inquiry, when 
he reached the Blacquernal, being for his daughter, 
he was directed to the room encrusted with beauti¬ 
fully carved marble, from which she herself, and 
many of her race, derived the proud appellation of 
Porjphyrogenita, or born in the purple. Her coun¬ 
tenance was clouded with anxiety, which, at the 
sight of her father, broke out into open and un¬ 
controllable grief. 

" Daughter, ” said the Emperor, with a harsh¬ 
ness little common to his manner, and a serious¬ 
ness which he sternly maintained, instead of 
sympathising with his daughter’s affliction, “as 
you would prevent the silly fool with whom you 
are connected from displaying himself to the 
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public both as an ungrateful monster and a traitor, 
you will not fail to exhort him, by due submis¬ 
sion, to make his petition for pardon, accompanied 
with a full confession of his crimes, or, by my 
sceptre and my crown, he shall die the death! 
Nor will I pardon any who rushes upon his doom 
in an open tone of defiance, under such a stan¬ 
dard of rebellion as my ungrateful son-in-law 
has hoisted. ” 

“ What can you require of me, father ? ” said 
the Princess. “ Can you expect that I am to dip 
my own hands in the blood of this unfortunate 
man; or wilt thou seek a revenge yet more bloody 
than that which was exacted by the deities of 
antiquity, upon those criminals who offended 
against their divine power ? ” 

“ Think not so, my daughter! said the Empe¬ 
ror ; “ but rather believe that thou hast the last 
opportunity afforded by my filial affection, of 
rescuing, perhaps from death, that silly fool thy 
husband, who has so richly deserved it. ” 

‘‘ My father, ” said the Princess, " God knows it 
is not at your risk that I would wish to purchase 
the life of Nicepliorus; but he has been the father 
of my children, though they are now no more, and 
women cannot forget that such a tie has existed, 
even though it has been broken by fate. Permit 
me only to hope that the unfortunate culprit shall 
have an opportunity of retrieving his errors; nor 
shall it, believe me, be my fault, if he resumes 
those practices, treasonable at once, and unnatural, 
by which his life is at present endangered. ” 

" Follow me, then, daughter, ” said the Emperor, 
" and know, that to thee alone I am about to 
intrust a secret, upon which the safety of my life 
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and crown, as well as the pardon of my son-in- 
law’s life, will be found eventually to depend.” 

He then assumed in haste the garment of a 
slave of the seraglio, and commanded his daughter 
to arrange her dress in a more succinct form, and 
to take in her hand a lighted lamp. 

" Whither are we going, my father ? ” said Anna 
Comnena. 

“ It matters not, ” replied her father, “ since my 
destiny calls me, and since thine ordains thee to 
be my torch-bearer. Believe it, and record it, if 
thou darest, in thy book, that Alexius Comnenus 
does not, without alarm, descend into those aw¬ 
ful dungeons which his predecessors built for 
men, even when his intentions are innocent, and 
free from harm. Be silent, and should we meet 
any inhabitant of those inferior regions, speak 
not a word, nor make any observation upon his 
appearance. ” 

Passing through the intricate apartments of the 
palace, they now came to that large hall through 
which Hereward had passed on the first night of 
his introduction to the place of Anna’s recitation, 
called the Temple of the Muses. It was con¬ 
structed, as we have said, of black marble, dimly 
illuminated. At the upper end of the apartment 
was a small altar, on which was laid some incense, 
while over the smoke was suspended, as if pro¬ 
jecting from the wall, two imitations of human 
hands and arms, which were but imperfectly seen. 

At the bottom of this hall, a small iron door 
led to a narrow and winding staircase, resembling 
a draw-well in shape and size, the steps of which 
were excessively steep, and which the Emperor, 
after a solemn gesture to his daughter commanding 
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her attendance, began to descend with the imper¬ 
fect light, and by the narrow and difficult steps by 
which those who visited the under regions of the 
Blacquernal seemed to bid adieu to the light of 
day. Door after door they passed in their descent, 
leading, it was probable, to different ranges of dun¬ 
geons, from which was obscurely heard the stifled 
voice of groans and sighs, such as attracted Here- 
ward*s attention on a former occasion. The Empe¬ 
ror took no notice of these signs of human misery, 
and three stories or ranges of dungeons had been 
already passed, ere the father and daughter arrived 
at the lowest story of the building, the base of 
which was the solid rock, roughly carved, upon 
which were erected the side-walls and arches of 
solid but unpolished marble. 

“ Here, ” said Alexius Comnenus, “ all hope, all 
expectation takes farewell, at the turn of a hinge 
or the grating of a lock. Yet shall not this be 
always the case — the dead shall revive and resume 
their right, and the disinherited of these regions 
shall again prefer their claim to inhabit the upper 
world. If I cannot entreat Heaven to ray assis¬ 
tance, be assured, my daughter, that rather than 
be the poor animal which I have stooped to be 
thought, and even to be painted in thy history, I 
would sooner brave every danger of the multitude 
which now erect themselves betwixt me and 
safety. Nothing is resolved save that I will live 
and die an Emperor; and thou, Anna, be assured, 
that if there is power in the beauty or in the 
talents, of which so much has been boasted, that 
power shall be this evening exercised to the advan¬ 
tage of thy parent, from whom it is derived. ” 

“ What is it that you mean, imperial father ? — 
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Holy Virgin! is this the promise you made me to 
save the life of the unfortunate Nicephorus ? ” 

“ And so I will, ” said the Emperor; " and I am 
now about that action of benevolence. But think 
not I will once more warm in my bosom the 
household snake which had so nearly stung me to 
death. No, daughter, I have provided for thee a 
fitting husband, in one who is able to maintain 
and defend the rights of the Emperor thy father; 
— and beware how thou opposest an obstacle to 
what is my pleasure! for behold these walls of 
marble, though unpolished, and recollect it is as 
possible to die within the marble as to be born 
there. ” 

The Princess Anna Comnena was frightened at 
seeing her father in a state of mind entirely dif¬ 
ferent from any which she had before witnessed. 
" 0 Heaven! that my mother were here 1 " she 
ejaculated, in the terror of something she hardly 
knew what. 

“ Anna, ” said the Emperor, “ your fears and 
your screams are alike in vain. I am one of those 
who, on ordinary occasions, hardly nourish a wish 
of my own, and account myself obliged to those 
who, like my wife and daughter, take care to save 
me all the trouble of free judgment. But when 
the vessel is among the breakers, and the master 
is called to the helm, believe that no meaner hand 
shall be permitted to interfere with him, nor will 
the wife and daughter, whom he indulged in pros¬ 
perity, be allowed to thwart his will while he can 
yet call it his own. Thou couldst scarcely fail 
to understand that I was almost prepared to have 
given thee, as a mark of my sincerity, to yonder 
obscure Varangian, without asking question of 
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either birth or blood. Thou mayst hear when I 
next promise thee to a three-years inhabitant of 
these vaults, who shall be Caesar in Brieiinius's 
stead, if I can move him to accept a princess for 
his bride, and an imperial crown for his inheri¬ 
tance, in place of a starving dungeon.” 

" I tremble at your words, father, ” said Anna 
Comnena. “ How canst thou trust a man who 
has felt thy cruelty ? How canst thou dream that 
aught can ever in sincerity reconcile thee to one 
whom thou hast deprived of his eyesight ? ” 

“ Care not for that, ” said Alexius. “ He be¬ 
comes mine, or he shall never know what it is to 
be again his own. —And thou, girl, mayst rest 
assured that, if I will it, thou art next day the 
bride of my present captive, or thou retirest to the 
most severe nunnery, never again to mix with 
society. Be silent, therefore, and await thy doom, 
as it shall come, and hope not that thy utmost 
endeavours can avert the current of thy destiny. ” 

As he concluded this singular dialogue, in which 
he had assumed a tone to which his daughter was 
a stranger, and before which she trembled, he 
passed on through more than one strictly fas¬ 
tened door, while his daughter, with a faltering 
step, illuminated him on the obscure road. At 
length he found admittance by another passage into 
the cell in which Ursel was confined, and found 
him reclining in hopeless misery — all those ex¬ 
pectations having faded from his heart which the 
Count of Paris had by his indomitable gallantry 
for a time excited. He turned his sightless eyes 
towards the place where he heard the moving of 
bolts and the approach of steps. 

“ A new feature, ” he said, “ in my imprison- 
YOh. u. — 7 
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ment — a man comes with a heavy and deter¬ 
mined step, and a woman or a child with one 
that scarcely presses the floor! — Is it my death 
that you bring ? — Believe me, that I have lived 
long enough in these dungeons to bid my doom 
welcome. ” 

“ It is not thy death, noble Ursel, ” said the 
Emperor, in a voice somewhat disguised. “ Life, 
liberty, whatever the world has to give, is placed 
by the Emperor Alexius at the feet of his noble 
enemy, and he trusts that many years of happiness 
and power, together with the command of a large 
share of the empire, will soon obliterate the recol¬ 
lection of the dungeons of the Blacquernal." 

“ It cannot be, ” said Ursel, with a sigh. “ He 
upon whose eyes the sun has set even at middle 
day, can have nothing left to hope from the most 
advantageous change of circumstances. ” 

“ You are not entirely assured of that,” said the 
Emperor. " Allow us to convince you that what 
is intended towards you is truly favourable and 
liberal, and I hope you will be rewarded by finding 
that there is more possibility of amendment in 
your case than your first apprehensions are willing 
to receive. Make an efifort, and try whether your 
eyes are not sensible of the light of the lamp. ” 

Do with me, ” said Ursel, " according to your 
pleasure; I have neither strength to remonstrate, 
nor the force of mind equal to make me set your 
cruelty at defiance. Of something like light I am 
sensible; but whether it is reality or illusion, I 
cannot determine. If you are come to deliver me 
from this living sepulchre, I pray God to requite 
you; and if, under such deceitful pretence, you 
mean to take my life, I can only commend my 
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soul to Heaven, and the vengeance due to my 
death to Him who can behold the darkest places 
in which injustice can shroud itself. ” 

So saying, and the revulsion of his spirits ren¬ 
dering him unable to give almost any other signs 
of existence, Ursel sank back upon his seat of capti¬ 
vity, and spoke not another word during the time 
that Alexius disembarrassed him of those chains 
which had so long hung about him, that they 
almost seemed to make a part of his person. 

“ This is an affair in which thy aid can scarce 
be sufficient, Anna, ” said the Emperor. " It would 
have been well if you and I could have borne him 
into the open air by our joint strength, for there is 
little wisdom in showing the secrets of this prison- 
house to those to whom they are not yet known ; 
nevertheless, go, my child, and at a short distance 
from the head of the staircase which we descended 
thou wilt find Edward, the bold and trusty Varan¬ 
gian, who, on your communicating to him my 
orders, will come hither and render his assistance ; 
and see that you send also the experienced leech, 
Douban. ” 

Terrified, half stifled, and half struck with 
horror, the lady yet felt a degree of relief from 
the somewhat milder tone in which her father 
addressed her. With tottering steps, yet in some 
measure encouraged by the tenor of her instruc¬ 
tions, she ascended the staircase which yawned 
upon these infernal dungeons. As she approached 
the top, a large and strong figure threw its broad 
shadow between the lamp and the opening of the 
hall. Frightened nearly to death at the thoughts 
of becoming the wife of a squalid wretch like 
Ursel, a moment of weakness seized upon the 
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Princess’s mind, and, when she considered the 
melancholy option which her father had placed 
before her, she could not but think that the hand¬ 
some and gallant Varangian, who had already 
rescued the royal family from such imminent 
danger, was a fitter person with whom to unite 
herself, if she must needs make a second choice, 
than the singular and disgusting being whom her 
father’s policy had raked from the bottom of the 
Blacquernal dungeons. 

I will not say of poor Anna Comnena, who was 
a timid but not an unfeeling woman, that she 
would have embraced such a proposal, had not the 
life of her present husband, Nicephorus Briennius, 
been in extreme danger; and it was obviously the 
determination of the Emperor that if he spared 
him it should be on the sole condition of unloosing 
his daughter’s hand, and binding her to some one 
of better faith, and possessed of a greater desire 
to prove an affectionate son-in-law. Neither did 
the plan of adopting the Varangian as a second 
husband enter decidedly into the mind of the 
Princess. The present was a moment of danger, 
in which her rescue to be successful must be sud¬ 
den, and perhaps, if once achieved, the lady might 
have had an opportunity of freeing herself both 
from Ursel and the Varangian, without disjoining 
either of them from her father’s assistance, or of 
herself losing it. At any rate, the surest means of 
safety were to secure, if possible, the young sol¬ 
dier, whose features and appearance were of a kind 
which rendered the task no way disagreeable to 
a beautiful woman. The schemes of conquest are 
so natural to the fair sex, and the whole idea 
passed so quickly through Anna Comnena’s mind, 
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that having first entered while the soldier’s shadow 
was interposed between her and the lamp, it had 
fully occupied her quick imagination, when, with 
deep reverence and great surprise at her sudden 
appearance on the ladder of Acheron, the Varan¬ 
gian, advancing, knelt down, and lent his arm to 
the assistance of the fair lady, in order to help 
her out of the dreary staircase. 

‘‘ Dearest Hereward, ” said the lady, with a 
degree of intimacy which seemed unusual, " how 
much do I rejoice, in this dreadful night, to have 
fallen under your protection! I have been in 
places which the spirit of hell appears to have 
contrived for the human race. ” The alarm of the 
Princess, the familiarity of a beautiful woman, 
who, while in mortal fear, seeks refuge, like a 
frightened dove, in the bosom of the strong and the 
brave, must be the excuse of Anna Comnena for 
the tender epithet with which she greeted Here¬ 
ward ; nor, if he had chosen to answer in the same 
tone, which, faithful as he was, might have 
proved the case if the meeting had chanced before 
he saw Bertha, would the daughter of Alexius 
have been, to say the truth, irreconcilably offended. 
Exhausted as she was, she suffered herself to repose 
upon the broad breast and shoulder of the Anglo- 
Saxon; nor did she make an attempt to recover 
herself, although the decorum of her sex and 
station seemed to recommend such an exertion. 
Hereward was obliged himself to ask her, with 
the unimpassioned and reverential demeanour of a 
private soldier to a Princess, whether he ought 
to summon her female attendants ? to which she 
faintly uttered a negative. " No, no, ” said she. 

" I have a duty to execute for my father, and I 
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must not summon eye-witnesses. He knows me 
to be in safety, Hereward, since he knows I am 
with thee; and if I am a burden to you in my 
present state of weakness, I shall soon recover, if 
you will set me down upon the marble steps. ” 

" Heaven forbid, lady, ” said Hereward, “ that I 
were thus negle ctful of your Jl ig h ne op ■s -Gmcio us 
health! I see your two young ladies, Astarte and 
Violante, are in quest of you—P ermit me to sum^ 
mon them hither, and I will keep watch upon you 
if you are unable to retire to your chamber, where, 
methinks, the present disorder of your nerves will 
be most properly treated.” 

" Do as thou wilt, barbarian, ” said the Princess, 
rallying herself, with a certain degree of pique, 
arising perhaps from her not thinking more drama¬ 
tis personce were appropriate to the scene than the 
two who were already upon the stage. Then, as 
if for the first time, appearing to recollect the mes¬ 
sage with which she had been commissioned, she 
exhorted the Varangian to repair instantly to her 
father. 

On such occasions, the slightest circumstances 
have their effect on the actors. The Anglo-Saxon 
was sensible that the Princess was somewhat 
offended, though whether she was so on account of 
her being actually in Hereward’s arms, or whether 
the cause of her anger was the being nearly dis¬ 
covered there by the two young maidens, the 
sentinel did not presume to guess, but departed for 
the gloomy vaults to join Alexius, with the never- 
failing double-edged axe, the bane of many a Turk, 
glittering upon his shoulder. 

Astarte and her companion had been despatched 
by the Empress Irene in search of Anna Comnena, 
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through those apartments of the palace which she 
was wont to inhabit. The daughter of Alexius 
could nowhere be found, although the business on 
which they were seeking her was described by the 
Empress as of the most pressing nature. Nothing, 
however, in a palace passes altogether unespied, 
so that the Empress’s messengers at length received 
information that their mistress and the Emperor 
had been seen to descend that gloomy access to the 
dungeons which, by allusion to the classical in¬ 
fernal regions, was termed the Pit of Acheron. 
They came thither, accordingly, and we have 
related the consequences. Hereward thought it 
necessary to say that her Imperial Highness had 
swooned upon being suddenly brought into the 
upper air. The Princess, on the other part, briskly 
shook off her juvenile attendants, and declared 
herself ready to proceed to the chamber of her 
mother. The obeisance which she made Hereward 
at parting had something in it of haughtiness, yet 
evidently qualified by a look of friendship and 
regard. As she passed an apartment in which 
some of the royal slaves were in waiting, she 
addressed to one of them, an old respectable man, 
of medical skill, a private and hurried order, de¬ 
siring him to go to the assistance of her father, 
whom he would find at the bottom of the staircase 
called the Pit of Acheron, and to take his scimitar 
along with him. To hear, as usual, was to obey, 
and Douban, for that was his name, only replied by 
that significant sign which indicates immediate 
acquiescence. In the meantime, Anna Comnena 
herself hastened onward to her mother’s apartments, 
in which she found the Empress alone. 

" Go hence, maidens, ” said Irene, “ and do not 
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let any one have access to these apartments, even 
if the Emperor himself should command it. Shut 
the door, ” she said, “ Anna Comnena; and if the 
jealousy of the stronger sex do not allow us the 
masculine privilege of bolts and bars, to secure 
the insides of our apartments, let us avail our¬ 
selves, as quickly as may be, of such opportunities 
as are permitted us; and remember. Princess, that 
however implicit your duty to your father, it is 
yet more so to me, who am of the same sex with 
thyself, and may truly call thee, even according to 
the letter, blood of my blood, and bone of my 
bone. — Be assured thy father knows not at this 
moment the feelings of a woman. Neither he nor 
any man alive can justly conceive the pangs of the 
heart which beats under a woman's robe. These 
men, Anna, would tear asunder without scruple 
the tenderest ties of affection, the whole structure 
of domestic felicity, in which lie a woman's cares, 
her joy, her pain, her love, and her despair. 
Trust, therefore, to me, my daughter! and believe 
me, I will at once save thy father's crown and thy 
happiness. The conduct of thy husband has been 
wrong, most cruelly wrong; but, Anna, he is a 
man — and in calling him such, I lay to his 
charge, as natural frailties, thoughtless treachery, 
wanton infidelity, every species of folly and incon¬ 
sistency, to which his race is subject. You ought 
not, therefore, to think of his faults, unless, it be 
to forgive them.” 

Madam, ” said Anna Comnena, “ forgive me if 
I remind you that you recommend to a princess, 
born in the purple itself, a line of conduct which 
would hardly become the female who carries the 
pitcher for the needful supply of water to the 
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village well. All who are around me have been 
taught to pay me the obeisance due to my birth, 
and while this Nicephorus Briennius crept on his 
knees to your daughter’s hand, which you extended 
towards him, he was rather receiving the yoke of 
a mistress than accepting a household alliance 
with a wife. He has incurred his doom, without 
a touch even of that temptation which may be 
pled by lesser culprits in his condition; and if it 
is the will of my father that he should die, or 
suffer banishment, or imprisonment, for the crime 
he has committed, it is not the business of Anna 
Comnena to interfere, she being the most injured 
among the imperial family, who have in so many, 
and such gross respects, the right to complain of 
his falsehood.” 

“ Daughter, ” replied the Empress, “ so far I 
agree with you, that the treason of Nicephorus 
towards your father and myself has been in a great 
degree unpardonable; nor do I easily see on what 
footing, save that of generosity, his life could be 
saved. But still you are yourself in different cir¬ 
cumstances from me, and may, as an affectionate 
and fond wife, compare the intimacies of your 
former habits with the bloody change which is so 
soon to be the consequence and the conclusion of 
his crimes. He is possessed of that person and of 
those features which women most readily recall 
to their memory, whether alive or dead. Think 
what it will cost you to recollect that the rugged 
executioner received his last salute — that the 
shapely neck had no better repose than the rough 
block — that the tongue, the sound of which you 
used to prefer to the choicest instruments of music, 
is silent in the dust! ” 



io6 COUNT ROBERT OF PARIS. 

Anna, who was not insensible to the personal 
graces of her husband, was much affected by this 
forcible appeal. “ Why distress me thus, mother ? ” 
she replied in a weeping accent. “ Did I not feel 
as acutely as you would have me to do, this 
moment, however awful, would be easily borne. 
I had but to think of him as he is, to contrast his 
personal qualities with those of the mind, by 
which they are more than overbalanced, and resign 
myself to his deserved fate with unresisting sub¬ 
mission to my father’s will.” 

“ And that, ” said the Empress, “ would be to 
bind thee, by his sole fiat, to some obscure wretch, 
whose habits of plotting and intriguing had, by 
some miserable chance, given him the opportunity 
of becoming of importance to the Emperor, and 
who is therefore to be rewarded by the hand of 
Anna Comnena. ” 

“ Do not think so meanly of me, madam, ” said 
the Princess — ‘'I know, as well as ever Grecian 
maiden did, how I should free myself from dis¬ 
honour; and, you may trust me, you shall never 
blush for your daughter. ” 

" Tell me not that, ” said the Empress, “ since 
I shall blush alike for the relentless cruelty 
which gives up a once beloved husband to an 
ignominious death, and for the passion, for which 
I want a name, which would replace him by 
an obscure barbarian from the extremity of Thule, 
or some wretch escaped from the Blacquernal 
dungeons. ” 

The Princess was astonished to perceive that her 
mother was acquainted with the purposes, even 
the most private, which her father had formed for 
his governance during this emergency. She was 
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ignorant that Alexius and his royal consort, in 
other respects living together with a decency ever 
exemplary in people of their rank, had sometimes, 
on interesting occasions, family debates, in which 
the husband, provoked by the seeming unbelief 
of his partner, was tempted to let her guess more 
of his real purposes than he would have coolly 
imparted of his own calm choice. 

The Princess was affected at the anticipation of 
the death of her husband, nor could this have been 
reasonably supposed to be otherwise; but she was 
still more hurt and affronted by her mother taking 
it for granted that she designed upon the instant 
to replace the Caesar by an uncertain, and at all 
events an unworthy, successor. Whatever con¬ 
siderations had operated to make Hereward her 
choice, their effect was lost when the match was 
placed in this odious and degrading point of view; 
besides which is to be remembered, that women 
almost instinctively deny their first thoughts in 
favour of a suitor, and seldom willingly reveal 
them, unless time and circumstance concur to 
favour them. She called Heaven therefore passion¬ 
ately to witness, while she repelled the charge. 

“ Bear witness, ” she said, “ Our Lady, Queen of 
Heaven! Bear witness, saints and martyrs all, ye 
blessed ones, who are, more than ourselves, the 
guardians of our mental purity! that I know no 
passion which I dare not avow, and that if Nice- 
phorus's life depended on my entreaty to God and 
men, all his injurious acts towards me disregarded 
and despised, it should be as long as Heaven gave 
to those servants whom it snatched from the earth, 
without suffering the pangs of mortality 1 ” 

“ You have sworn boldly, ” said the Empress. 
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" See, Anna Comnena, that you keep your word, 
for believe me it will be tried. ” 

‘‘ What will be tried, mother ? ” said the Prin¬ 
cess ; " or what have I to do to pronounce the doom 
of the Caesar, who is not subject to my power ? ” 

“ I will show you, ” said the Empress, gravely; 
and, leading her towards a sort of wardrobe, which 
formed a closet in the wall, she withdrew a cur¬ 
tain which hung before it, and placed before her 
her unfortunate husband, Nicephorus Briennius, 
half attired, with his sword drawn in his hand. 
Looking upon him as an enemy, and conscious of 
some schemes with respect to him which had 
passed through her mind in the course of these 
troubles, the Princess screamed faintly, upon per¬ 
ceiving him so near her with a weapon in his 
hand. 

“ Be more composed, ” said the Empress, “ or 
this wretched man, if discovered, falls no less a 
victim to thy idle fears than to thy baneful 
revenge. ” 

Nicephorus at this speech seemed to have adopted 
his cue, for, dropping the point of his sword, and 
falling on his knees before the Princess, he clasped 
his hands to entreat for mercy. 

“ What hast thou to ask from me ? ” said his 
wife, naturally assured, by her husband's pros¬ 
tration, that the stronger force was upon her own 
side — “ what hast thou to ask from me, that 
outraged gratitude, betrayed affection, the most 
solemn vows violated, and the fondest ties of 
nature torn asunder like the spider's broken web, 
vill permit thee to put in words for very shame ? ” 
** Do not suppose, Anna,” replied the suppliant, 
“ that I am at this eventful period of my life to 
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play the hypocrite, for the purpose of saving the 
wretched remnant of a dishonoured existence. I 
am but desirous to part in charity with thee, to 
make my peace with Heaven, and to nourish the 
last hope of making my way, though burdened 
with many crimes, to those regions in which alone 
I can find thy beauty, thy talents, equalled at 
least, if not excelled. ” 

“ You hear him, daughter ? ” said Irene. “ His 
boon is for forgiveness alone; thy condition is the 
more godlike, since thou mayst unite the safety of 
his life with the pardon of his offences. ” 

“ Thou art deceived, mother, ” answered Anna. 
“ It is not mine to pardon his guilt, far less to 
remit his punishment. You have taught me to 
think of myself as future ages shall know me: 
what will they say of me, those future ages, when 
I am described as the unfeeling daughter, who 
pardoned the intended assassin of her father, 
because she saw in him her own unfaithful 
husband ? ” 

“ See there, ” said the Caesar, “ is not that, most 
serene Empress, the very point of despair? And 
have I not in vain offered my life-blood to wipe 
out the stain of parricide and ingratitude ? Have 
I not also vindicated myself from the most un¬ 
pardonable part of the accusation, which charged 
me with attempting the murder of the godlike 
Emperor ? Have I not sworn, by all that is sacred 
to man, that my purpose went no farther than to 
sequestrate Alexius for a little time from the 
fatigues of empire, and place him where he should 
quietly enjoy ease and tranquillity; while, at the 
same time, his empire should be as implicitly 
regulated by himself, his sacred pleasure being 
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transmitted through me, as in any respect, or at 
any period, it had ever been ? ” 

“Erring man!” said the Princess, “hast thou 
approached so near to the footstool of Alexius 
Comnenus, and durst thou form so false an esti¬ 
mate of him, as to conceive it possible that he 
would consent to be a mere puppet by whose in- 
ters^ention you might have brought his empire to 
submission ? Know that the blood of Comnenus 
is not so poor; my father would have resisted the 
treason in arms; and by the death of thy bene¬ 
factor only couldst thou have gratified the sugges¬ 
tions of thy criminal ambition. ” 

“ Be such your belief, ” said the Ca?.sar; “ I have 
said enough for a life which is not and ought not 
to be dear to me Call your guards, and let them 
take the life of the unfortunate Briennius, since 
it has become hateful to his once beloved Anna 
Comnena. Be not afraid that any resistance of 
mine shall render the scene of my apprehension du¬ 
bious or fatal. Nicephorus Briennius is Csesar no 
longer, and he thus throws at the feet of his Prin¬ 
cess and spouse the only poor means which he has 
of resisting the just doom which is therefore at her 
pleasure to pass. ” 

He cast his sword before the feet of the Princess, 
while Irene exclaimed, weeping, or seeming to 
weep bitterly, “ I have indeed read of such scenes; 
but could I ever have thought that my own 
daughter would have been the principal actress in 
one of them — could I ever have thought that her 
mind, admired by every one as a palace for the 
occupation of Apollo and the Muses, should not 
have had room enough for the humbler but more 
amiable wirtue of feminine charity and compas- 
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sion, which builds itself a nest in the bosom of 
the lowest village girl ? Do thy gifts, accom¬ 
plishments, and talents spread hardness as well as 
polish over thy heart? If so, a hundred times 
better renounce them all, and retain in their stead 
those gentle and dmnestic .virtues which are the 
first honours of the female heart. A woman who 
is pitiless is a worse monster than one who is 
unsexed by any other ])assion. ” 

" What would you have me do ? ” said Anna. 
You, mother, ought to know better than I, that 
the life of my father is hardly consistent with the 
existence of this bold and cruel man. Oh, I am 
sure he still meditates his purpose of conspiracy! 
He that could deceive a woman in the manner he 
has done me will not relinciuish a plan which is 
founded upon the death of his benefactor. ” 

“ You do me injustice, Anna, ” said Briennius, 
starting up, and imprinting a kiss upon her lips 
ere she was aware. “ By this caress, the last that 
will pass between us, I swear, that if in my life 
I have yielded to folly, I have, notwithstanding, 
never been guilty of a treason of the heart towards 
a woman as superior to the rest of the female 
world in talents and accomplishments, as in per¬ 
sonal beauty. ” 

The Princess, ’ much softened, shook her head, 
as she replied — " Ah, Nicephorus I — such were 
once your words I such, perhaps, were then your 
thoughts! But who, or what, shall now warrant 
to me the veracity of either ? ” 

“ Those very accomplishments, and that very 
beauty itself,” replied Nicephorus. 

“ And if more is wanting, ” said Irene, “ thy 
mother will enter her security for him. Deem her 
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not an insufficient pledge in this affair; she is thy 
mother, and the wife of Alexius Comnenus, inte¬ 
rested beyond all human beings in the growth and 
increase of the power and dignity of her husband 
and her child; and one who sees on this occasion 
an opportunity for exercising generosity, for sol¬ 
dering up the breaches of the imperial house, and 
reconstructing the frame of government upon a 
basis which, if there be faith and gratitude in 
man, shall never be again exposed to hazard. ” 

“ To the reality of that faith and gratitude, 
then,” said the Princess, “we must trust im¬ 
plicitly, as it is your will, mother; although even 
my own knowledge of the subject, both through 
study and experience of the world, has called me 
to observe the rashness of such confidence. But 
although we two may forgive Nicephorus^s errors, 
the Emperor is still the person to whom the final 
reference must be had, both as to pardon and 
favour. ” 

“ Fear not Alexius,” answered her mother; “ he 
will speak determinedly and decidedly; but, if he 
acts not in the very moment of forming the resolu¬ 
tion, it is no more to be relied on than an icicle 
in time of thaw. Do thou apprise me, if thou 
canst, what the Emperor is at present doing, and 
take my word I will find means to bring him round 
to our opinion. ” 

“ Must I then betray secrets which my father 
has intrusted to me ? ” said the Princess; “ and to 
one who has so lately held the character of his 
avowed enemy?” 

“ Call it not betray, ” said Irene, “ since it is 
written, thou shalt betray no one, least of all thy 
father, and the father of the empire. Yet again it 



COUNT ROBERT OF PARIS. 


113 

is written by the holy Luke, that men shall be 
betrayed, both by parents and brethren, and kins¬ 
folk and friends, and therefore surely also by 
daughters; by which I only mean thou shalt dis¬ 
cover to us thy father’s secrets, so far as may 
enable us to save the life of thy husband. The 
necessity of the case excuses whatever may be 
otherwise considered as irregular. ” 

" Be it so, then, mother. Having yielded my 
consent, perhaps too easily, to snatch this male¬ 
factor from my father’s justice, I am sensible I 
must secure his safety by such means as are in my 
power. I left my father at the bottom of those 
stairs, called the Pit of Acheron, in the cell of a 
blind man, to whom he gave the name of Ursel. ” 

“ Holy Mary! ” exclaimed the Empress, ‘‘ thou 
hast named a name which has been long unspoken 
in the open air. ” 

“ Has the Emperor’s sense of his danger from 
the living, ” said the Ctesar, “ induced him to in¬ 
voke the dead ? — for Ursel has been no living man 
for the space of three years. ” 

" It matters not, ” said Anna Comnena; " I tell 
you true. My father even now held conference 
with a miserable-looking prisoner whom he so 
named. ” 

" It is a danger the more, ” said the Caesar; “ he 
cannot have forgotten the zeal with which I em¬ 
braced the cause of the present Emperor against 
his own; and so soon as he is at liberty, he will 
study to avenge it. For this we must endeavour 
to make some provision, though it increases our 
difiBculties. — Sit down then, my gentle, my bene¬ 
ficent mother; — and thou, my wife, who hast 
preferred thy love for an unworthy husband to the 
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suggestions of jealous passion and of headlong 
revenge, sit down, and let us see in what manner 
it may be in our power, consistently with your 
duty to the Emperor, to bring our broken vessel 
securely into port. ” 

He employed much natural grace of manner in 
handing the , mother and daughter to their seats; 
and, taking his place confidentially between them, 
all were soon engaged in concerting what measures 
should be taken for the morrow, not forgetting 
such as should at once have the effect of preserving 
the Caesar’s life, and at the same time of securing 
the Grecian empire against the conspiracy of which 
he had been the chief instigator. Briennius ven¬ 
tured to hint, that perhaps the best way would be 
to suffer the conspiracy to proceed as originally 
intended, pledging his own faith that the rights 
of Alexius should be held inviolate during the 
struggle; but his influence over the Empress and 
her daughter did not extend to obtaining so great a 
trust. They plainly protested against permitting 
him to leave the palace, or taking the least share 
in the confusion which to-morrow was certain to 
witness. 

“ You forget, noble ladies, ” said the Csesar, 
" that my honour is concerned in meeting the 
Count of Paris.” 

" Pshaw! tell me not of your honour, Briennius, ” 
said Anna Comnena. “ Do I not well know, that 
although the honour of the Western knights be a 
species of Moloch, a flesh-devouring, blood-quafiing 
demon, yet that that which is the god of idolatry 
to the Eastern warriors, though equally loud and 
noisy in the hall, is far less implacable in the 
field? Believe not that I have forgiven great 
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injuries and insults, in order to take such false 
coin as honour in payment. Your ingenuity is 
but poor, if you cannot devise some excuse which 
will satisfy the Greeks; and in good sooth, Brien- 
nius, to this battle you go not, whether for your 
good or for your ill. Believe not that I will con¬ 
sent to your meeting either Count or Countess, 
whether in warlike combat or amorous parley. So 
you may at a word count upon remaining prisoner 
here until the hour appointed for such gross folly 
be past and over. ” 

The Csesar, perhaps, was not in his heart angry 
that his wife’s pleasure was so bluntly and reso¬ 
lutely expressed against the intended combat. 
" If, ” said he, " you are determined to take my 
honour into your own keeping, I am here for the 
present your prisoner, nor have I the means of 
interfering with your pleasure. When once at 
liberty, the free exercise of my valour and my 
lance is once more my own. ” 

" Be it so. Sir Paladin, ” said the Princess, very 
composedly. “ I have good hope that neither of 
them will involve you with any of yon dare-devils 
of Paris, whether male or female, and that we 
will regulate the pitch to which your courage soars 
by the estimation of Greek philosophy, and the 
judgment of our blessed Lady of Mercy, not her 
of the Broken Lances. ” 

At this moment an authoritative knock at the 
door alarmed the consultation of the Caesar and the 
ladies. 
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Physician, Be comforted, good madam; the great rage, 
You Bee, is cured in him : and yet it is danger 
To make him even o’er the time he has lost. 

Desire him to go in: trouble him no more, 

Till further settling. 

King Lear, 

We left the Emperor Alexius Comnenus at the 
bottom of a subterranean vault, with a lamp ex¬ 
piring, and having charge of a prisoner, who seemed 
himself nearly reduced to the same extremity. 
For the first two or three moments he listened 
after his daughter’s retiring footsteps. He grew 
impatient, and began to long for her return before 
it was possible she could have traversed the path 
betwixt him and the summit of these gloomy 
stairs. A minute or two he endured with patience 
the absence of the assistance which he had sent 
her to summon; but strange suspicions began to 
cross his imagination. Could it be possible ? 
Had she changed her purpose on account of the 
hard words which he had used towards her ? Had 
she resolved to leave her father to his fate in his 
hour of utmost need ? and was he to rely no longer 
upon the assistance which he had implored her to 
send? 

The short time which the Princess trifled away 
in a sort of gallantry with the Varangian Here- 
ward was magnifled tenfold by the impatience of 
the Emperor, who began to think that she was 
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gone to fetch the accomplices of the Caesar to as¬ 
sault their prince in his defenceless condition, and 
carry into effect their half-disconcerted conspiracy. 

After a considerable time, filled up with this 
feeling of agonising uncertainty, he began at 
length, more composedly, to recollect the little 
chance there was that the Princess would, even 
for her own sake, resentful as she was in the 
highest degree of her husband’s ill behaviour, join 
her resources to his, to the destruction of one who 
had so generally showed himself an indulgent and 
affectionate father. When he had adopted this 
better mood, a step was heard upon the staircase, 
and, after a long and unequal descent, Hereward, 
in his heavy armour, at length coolly arrived at 
the bottom of the steps. Behind him, panting 
and trembling, partly with cold and partly with 
terror, c ame Doubaiq the slave well skilled in 

" Welcome, good Edward! Welcome, Douban! ” 
he said, whose medical skill is sufficiently able 
to counterbalance the weight of years which hang 
upon him. ” 

" Your Highness is gracious, ” said Douban — 
but what he would have further said was cut off 
by a violent fit of coughing, the consequence of 
his age, of his feeble habit, of the damps of the 
dungeon, and the rugged exercise of descending 
the long and difficult staircase. 

" Thou art unaccustomed to visit thy patients in 
so rough an abode, ” said Alexius; “ and, never¬ 
theless, to the damps of these dreary regions state 
necessity obliges us to confine many who are no 
less our beloved subjects in reality than they are 
in title.” 
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The medical man continued his cough, perhaps 
as an apology for not giving that answer of assent, 
with which his conscience did not easily permit 
him to reply to an observation which, though 
stated by one who should know the fact, seemed 
not to be in itself altogether likely. 

" Yes, my Douban, ” said the Emperor, “ in this 
strong case of steel and adamant have we found it 
necessary to enclose the redoubted Ursel, whose 
fame is spread through the whole world, both for 
military skill, political wisdom, personal bravery, 
and other noble gifts, which we have been obliged 
to obscure for a time, in order that we might, at 
the fittest conjuncture, which is now arrived, 
restore them to the world in their full lustre. 
Feel his pulse, therefore, Douban — consider him 
as one who hath suffered severe confinement, with 
all its privations, and is about to be suddenly re¬ 
stored to the full enjoyment of life, and whatever 
renders life valuable. ” 

“ I will do my best, ” said Douban; ‘‘ but your 
Majesty must consider that we work upon a frail 
and exhausted subject, whose health seems already 
well-nigh gone, and may perhaps vanish in an 
instant — like this pale and trembling light, whose 
precarious condition the life-breath of this unfortu¬ 
nate patient seems closely to resemble. ” 

‘‘ Desire, therefore, good Douban, one or two of 
the mutes who serve in the interior, and who have 
repeatedly been thy assistants in such cases — or 
stay — Edward, thy motions will be more speedy; 
do thou go for the mutes — make them bring some 
kind of litter to transport the patient; and, 
Douban, do thou superintend the whole. Trans¬ 
port Mm instantly to a snitahle apartment, only 
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taking care that it be secret, and let him enjoy the 
comforts of the bath, and whatever else may tend 
to restore his feeble animation — keeping in mind, 
that he must, if possible, appear to-morrow in the 
field. ” 

“ That will be hard, ” said Douban, after having 
been, it would appear, subjected to such fare and 
such usage as his fluctuating pulse intimates but 
too plainly.” 

" *Twas a mistake of the dungeon-keeper, the 
inhuman villain, who should not go without his 
reward, ” continued the Emperor, “ had not Heaven 
already bestowed it by the strange means of a 
sylvan man, or native of the woods, who yesterday 
put to death the jailer who meditated the death of 
his prisoner. — Yes, my dear Douban, a private 
sentinel of our guards called the Immortal had 
well-nigh annihilated this flower of our trust, 
whom for a time we were compelled to immure in 
secret. Then, indeed, a rude hammer had dashed 
to pieces an unparalleled brilliant, but the fates 
have arrested such a misfortune. ” 

The assistance having arrived, the physician, 
who seemed more accustomed to act than to speak, 
directed a bath to be prepared with medicated 
herbs, and gave it as his opinion that the patient 
should not be disturbed till to-morrow’s sun was 
high in the heavens. Ursel accordingly was as¬ 
sisted to the bath, which was employed according 
to the directions of the physician, but without 
affording any material symptoms of recovery. 
From thence he was transferred to a cheerful bed¬ 
chamber, opening by an ample window to one of 
the terraces of the palace, which commanded an 
extensive prospect. These operations were per- 
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formed upon a frame so extremely stupefied by 
previous suffering, so dead to the usual sensations 
of existence, that it was not till the sensibility 
should be gradually restored, by friction of the 
stiffened limbs, and other means, that the leech 
hoped the mists of the intellect should at length 
begin to clear away. 

Douban readily undertook to obey the com¬ 
mands of the Emperor, and remained by the bed 
of the patient until the dawn of morning, ready to 
support nature as far as the skill of leechcraft 
admitted. 

From the mutes, much more accustomed to be 
the executioners of the Emperor’s displeasure than 
of his humanity, Douban selected one man of 
milder mood, and, by Alexius’s order, made him 
understand that the task in which he was engaged 
was to be kept most strictly secret, while the 
hardened slave was astonished to find that the 
attentions paid to the sick were to be rendered 
with yet more mystery than the bloody offices of 
death and torture. 

The passive patient received the various acts of 
attention which were rendered to him in silence, 
and, if not totally without consciousness, at least 
without a distinct comprehension of their object. 
After the soothing operation of the bath, and the 
voluptuous exchange of the rude and musty pile 
of straw, on which he had stretched himself for 
years, for a couch of the softest down, Ursel was 
presented with a sedative draught, slightly tinc¬ 
tured with an opiate. The balmy restorer of 
nature came thus invoked, and the captive sank 
into a delicious slumber long unknown to him, 
and which seemed to occupy equally his mental 
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faculties and his bodily frame, while the features 
were released from their rigid tenor, and the 
posture of the limbs, no longer disturbed by fits of 
cramp and sudden and agonising twists and throes, 
seemed changed for a placid state of the most per¬ 
fect ease and tranquillity. 

The morn was already colouring the horizon, 
and the freshness of the breeze of dawn had insi¬ 
nuated itself into the lofty halls of the palace of the 
Blacquernal, when a gentle tap at the door of the 
chamber awakened Douban, who, undisturbed from 
the calm state of his patient, had indulged him¬ 
self in a brief repose. The door opened, and a 
figure appeared, disguised in the robes worn by 
an officer of the palace, and concealed beneath an 
artificial beard of great size, and of a white colour, 
the features of the Emperor himself. Douban, ” 
said Alexius, " how fares it with thy patient, 
whose safety is this day of such consequence to 
the Grecian state ? ” 

" Well, my lord,” replied the physician, “ excel¬ 
lently well; and if he is not now disturbed, I will 
wager whatever skill I possess, that nature, as¬ 
sisted by the art of the physician, will triumph 
over the damps and the unwholesome air of the 
impure dungeon. Only be prudent, my lord, and 
let not an untimely haste bring this Ursel forward 
into the contest ere he has arranged the disturbed 
current of his ideas, and recovered, in some degree, 
the spring of his mind, and the powers of his 
body. ” 

“ I will rule my impatience, ” said the Emperor, 
“ or rather, Douban, I will be ruled by thee. 
Think'st thou he is awake?” 

“ I am inclined to think so, ” said the leech. 
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“ but he opens not his eyes, and seems to me as if 
he absolutely resisted the natural impulse to rouse 
himself and look around him. ” 

" Speak to him,” said the Emperor, “ and let us 
know what is passing in his mind. ” 

“ It is at some risk, ” replied the physician, “ but 
you shall be obeyed. — Ursel, ” he said, approach¬ 
ing the bed of his blind patient, and then, in a 
louder tone, he repeated again, " Ursel! Ursel! ” 

“ Peace — Hush! ” muttered the patient; " dis¬ 
turb not the blest in their ecstasy — nor again 
recall the most miserable of mortals to finish the 
draught of bitterness which his fate had compelled 
him to commence. ” 

“ Again, again, ” said the Emperor, aside to 
Douban, ‘‘try him yet again; it is of importance 
for me to know in what degree he possesses his 
senses, or in what measure they have disappeared 
from him.” 

" I would not, however, ” said the physician, 
" be the rash and guilty person who, by an ill- 
timed urgency, should produce a total alienation 
of mind, and plunge him back either into absolute 
lunacy, or produce a stupor, in which he might 
remain for a long period.” 

“ Surely not, ” replied the Emperor; “ my com¬ 
mands are those of one Christian to another, nor 
do I wish them further obeyed than as they are 
consistent with the laws of God and man. ” 

He paused for a moment after this declaration, 
and yet but few minutes had elapsed ere he again 
urged the leech to pursue the interrogation of his 
patient. " If you hold me not competent, ” said 
Douban, somewhat vain of the trust necessarily 
reposed in him, " to judge of the treatment of my 
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patient, your Imperial Highness must take the 
risk and the trouble upon yourself. ” 

“ Marry, I shall, ” said the Emperor, " for the 
scruples of leeches are not to be indulged, when 
the fate of kingdoms and the lives of monarchs are 
placed against them in the scales. —Rouse thee, 
my noble Ursel! hear a voice, with which thy 
ears were once well acquainted, welcome thee back 
to glory and command! Look around thee, and 
see how the world smiles to welcome thee back 
from imprisonment to empire! ” 

Cunning fiend 1 ” said Ursel, " who usest the 
most wily baits in order to augment the misery of 
the wretched! Know, tempter, that I am con¬ 
scious of the whole trick of the soothing images 
of last night — thy baths — thy beds — and thy 
bowers of bliss — But sooner shalt thou be able to 
bring a smile upon the cheek of St. Anthony the 
Eremite, than induce me to curl mine after the 
fashion of earthly voluptuaries. ” 

" Try it, foolish man, ” insisted the Emperor, 
and trust to the evidence of thy senses for the 
reality of the pleasures by which thou art now 
surrounded; or, if thou art obstinate in thy lack 
of faith, tarry as thou art for a single moment, and 
I will bring with me a being so unparalleled in 
her loveliness, that a single glance of her were 
worth the restoration of thine eyes, were it only to 
look upon her for a moment. ” So saying he left 
the apartment. 

“ Traitor, ” said Ursel, “ and deceiver of old, 
bring no one hither! and strive not, by shadowy 
and ideal forms of beauty, to increase the delusion 
that gilds my prison-house for a moment, in order, 
doubtless, to destroy totally the spark of reason. 



124 COUNT ROBERT OF PARIS. 

and then exchange this earthly hell for a dungeon 
in the infernal regions themselves. ” 

“ His mind is somewhat shattered, ” mused the 
physician, “ which is often the consequence of a 
long solitary confinement. I marvel much,” was 
his further thought, " if the Emperor can shape 
out any rational service which this man can render 
him, after being so long immured in so horrible a 
dungeon. — Thou thinkest, then, ” continued he, 
addressing the patient, “ that the seeming release 
of last night, with its baths and refreshments, was 
only a delusive dream, without any reality ? ” 

“ Ay — what else ? ” answered Ursel. 

" And that the arousing thyself, as we desire 
thee to do, would be but a resigning to a vain 
temptation, in order to wake to more unhappiness 
than formerly ? ” 

" Even so, ” returned the patient. 

“ What, then, are thy thoughts of the Emperor 
by whose command thou sufiferest so severe a 
restraint ? ” 

Perhaps Douban wished he had forborne this 
question, for, in the very moment when he put it, 
the door of the chamber opened, and the Emperor 
entered, with his daughter hanging upon his arm, 
dressed with simplicity, yet with becoming splen¬ 
dour. She had found time, it seems, to change 
her dress for a white robe, which resembled a kind 
of mourning, the chief ornament of which was a 
diamond chaplet, of inestimable value, which sur¬ 
rounded and bound the long sable tresses, that 
reached from her head to her waist. Terrified 
almost to death, she had been surprised by her 
father in the company of her husband the Caesar, 
and her mother; and the same thundering mandate 
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had at once ordered Briennins, in the character of 
a more than suspected traitor, under the custody 
of a strong guard of Varangians, and commanded 
her to attend her father to the bedchamber of 
Ursel, in which she now stood; resolved, however, 
that she would stick by the sinking fortunes of 
her husband, even in the last extremity, yet no 
less determined that she would not rely upon her 
own entreaties or remonstrances, until she should 
see whether her father’s interference was likely 
to reassume a resolved and positive character. 
Hastily as the plans of Alexius had been formed, 
and hastily as they had been disconcerted by acci¬ 
dent, there remained no slight chance that he 
might be forced to come round to the purpose on 
which his wife and daughter had fixed their heart 
— the forgiveness, namely, of the guilty Nice- 
phorus Briennins, To his astonishment, and not 
perhaps greatly to his satisfaction, he heard the 
patient deeply engaged with the physician in 
canvassing his own character. 

“ Think not, ” said Ursel in reply to him, ‘‘ that 
though I am immured in this dungeon, and treated 
as something worse than an outcast of humanity — 
and although I am, moreover, deprived of my eye¬ 
sight, the dearest gift of Heaven — think not, I 
say, though I suffer all this by the cruel will of 
Alexius Comnenus, that therefore I hold him to be 
mine enemy; on the contrary, it is by his means 
that the blinded and miserable prisoner has been 
taught to seek a liberty far more unconstrained 
than this poor earth can afford, and a vision far 
more clear than any Mount Pisgah on this 
wretched side of the grave can give us. Shall I 
therefore account the Emperor among mine ene- 
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mies? He who has taught me the vanity of 
earthly things — the nothingness of earthly enjoy¬ 
ments — and the pure hope of a better world, as 
a certain exchange for the misery of the present ? 
No!” 

The Emperor had stood somewhat disconcerted 
at the beginning of this speech, but hearing it so 
very unexpectedly terminate, as he was willing to 
suppose, much in his own favour, he threw himself 
into an attitude which was partly that of a modest 
person listening to his own praises, and partly that 
of a man highly struck with the commendations 
heaped upon him by a generous adversary. 

“ My friend, ” he said aloud, “ how truly do you 
read my purpose, when you suppose that the know¬ 
ledge which men of your disposition can extract 
from evil was all the experience which I wished 
you to derive from a captivity protracted by 
adverse circumstances, far, very far, beyond my 
wishes! Let me embrace the generous man who 
knows so well how to construe the purpose of a 
perplexed but still faithful friend. ” 

The patient raised himself in his bed. 

" Hold, there! ” he said. “ Methinks my facul¬ 
ties begin to collect themselves. Yes,” he mut¬ 
tered, " that is the treacherous voice which first 
bid me welcome as a friend, and then commanded 
fiercely that I should be deprived of the sight of 
my eyes! — Increase thy rigour if thou wilt, Com- 
nenus — add, if thou canst, to the torture of my 
confinement — but since I cannot see thy hypocri¬ 
tical and inhuman features, spare me, in mercy, 
the sound of a voice, more distressing to mine ear 
than toads, than serpents — than whatever nature 
has most offensive and disgusting I ” 
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This speech was delivered with so much energy, 
that it was in vain that the Emperor strove to in¬ 
terrupt its tenor; although he himself, as well as 
Douban and his daughter, heard a great deal more 
of the language of unadorned and natural passion 
than he had counted upon. 

“ Raise thy head, rash man, ” he said, " and 
charm thy tongue, ere it proceed in a strain which 
may cost thee dear. Look at me, and see if I 
have not reserved a reward capable of atoning for 
all the evil which thy folly may charge to my 
account. ” 

Hitherto the prisoner had remained with his 
eyes obstinately shut, regarding the imperfect 
recollection he had of siglits which had been before 
his eyes the foregoing evening, as the mere sug¬ 
gestion of a deluded imagination, if not actually 
presented by some seducing spirit. But now when 
his eyes fairly encountered the stately figure of 
the Emperor, and the graceful form of his lovely 
daughter, painted in the tender rays of the morn¬ 
ing dawn, he ejaculated faintly, 1 see ! — I see! ” 
— And with that ejaculation fell back on the 
pillow in a swoon, which instantly found employ¬ 
ment for Douban and his restoratives. 

“ A most wonderful cure indeed 1 ” exclaimed 
the physician; “ and the height of my wishes 
would be to possess such another miraculous 
restorative. ” 

“ Fool! ” said the Emperor; “ canst thou not 
conceive that what has never been taken away is 
restored with little difficulty ? He was made, ” he 
said, lowering his voice, “ to undergo a painful 
operation, which led him to believe that the 
organs of sight were destroyed; and as light 
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scarcely ever visited him, and when it did, only 
in doubtful and almost invisible glimmerings, the 
prevailing darkness, both physical and mental, 
that surrounded him, prevented him from being 
sensible of the existence of that precious faculty, 
of which he imagined himself bereft. Perhaps 
thou wilt ask my reason for inflicting upon him so 
strange a deception? — Simply it was, that being 
by it conceived incapable of reigning, his memory 
might pass out of the minds of the public, while, 
at the same time, I reserved his eyesight, that, in 
case occasion should call, it might be in my power 
once more to liberate him from his dungeon, and 
employ, as I now propose to do, his courage and 
talents in the service of the empire, to counter¬ 
balance those of other conspirators.” 

And can your Imperial Highness, ” said Dou- 
ban, hope that you have acquired this man's duty 
and affection by the conduct you have observed to 
him? ” 

“ I cannot tell, ” answered the Emperor; “ that 
must be as futurity shall determine. All I know 
is, that it is no fault of mine, if Ursel does not 
reckon freedom and a long course of empire — per¬ 
haps sanctioned by an alliance with our own blood 
— and the continued enjoyment of the precious 
organs of eyesight, of which a less scrupulous man 
would have deprived him, against a maimed and 
darkened existence, ” 

“ Since such is your Highness's opinion and 
ieso\u\»\ou,” saidDouban,it is ioi me to aid, and 
not to counteract it. Permit me, thereiore, to 
pray your Highness and the Princess to withdraw, 
that I may use such remedies as may confirm a 
mind which has been so strangely shaken, and 
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restore to him fully the use of those eyes, of 
which he has been so long deprived. ” 

“ I am content, Douban, ” said the Emperor; 
“ but take notice, Ursel is not totally at liberty 
until he has expressed the resolution to become 
actually mine. It may behove both him and thee 
to know, that, although there is no purpose of 
remitting him to the dungeons of the Blacquernal 
Palace, yet if he, or any on his part, should aspire 
to head a party in these feverish times — by the 
honour of a gentleman, to swear a Frankish oath, 
he shall find that he is not out of the reach of the 
battle-axes of my Varangians. I trust to thee to 
communicate this fact, which concerns alike him 
and all who have interest in his fortunes. — Come, 
daughter, we will withdraw, and leave the leech 
with his patient. —Take notice, Douban, it is of 
importance that you acquaint me the very first 
moment when the patient can hold rational com¬ 
munication with me. ” 

Alexius and his accomplished daughter departed 
accordingly. 


vox,. iL—9 



CHAPTEE IX. 


Sweet are the uses of adversity, 

Which, like the toad, ugly and venomous. 

Boars yet a precious jewel in its head. 

./Is You Like It. 

From a terraced roof of the Blacquernal Palace, 
accessible by a sasb-door, which opened from the 
bedchamber of Ursel, there was commanded one 
of the most lovely and striking views which the 
romantic neighbourhood of Constantinople afforded. 

After suffering him to repose and rest his agi¬ 
tated faculties, it was to this place that the 
physician led his patient; for, when somewhat 
composed, he had of himself requested to be per¬ 
mitted to verify the truth of his restored eyesight, 
by looking out once more upon the majestic face 
of nature. 

On the one hand, the scene which he beheld 
was a masterpiece of human art. The proud city, 
ornamented with stately buildings, as became the 
'capital of the world, showed a succession of glit¬ 
tering spires and orders of architecture, some of 
them chaste and simple, like those the capitals of 
which were borrowed from basketfuls of acanthus; 
some deriving the fluting of their shafts from the 
props made originally to support the lances of the 
earlier Greeks — forms simple, yet more graceful 
in their simplicity than any which human inge¬ 
nuity has been able since to invent. With the 
most splendid specimens which ancient art could 
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afford of those strictly classical models were asso¬ 
ciated those of a later age, where more modern 
taste had endeavoured at improvement, and, by 
mixing the various orders, had produced such as 
were either composite or totally out of rule. The 
size of the buildings in which they were displayed, 
however, procured them respect; nor could even 
the most perfect judge of architecture avoid being 
struck by the grandeur of their extent and eflect, 
although hurt by the incorrectness of the taste in 
wliich they were executed. Arches of triumph, 
towers, obelisks, and spires, designed for various 
purposes, rose up into the air in confused magni¬ 
ficence; while the lower view was filled by the 
streets of the city, the domestic habitations form¬ 
ing long narrow alleys, on either side of which the 
houses arose to various and unecpial heights, but, 
being generally finished with terraced coverings, 
thick-set with plants and flowers and fountains, 
had, when seen from an eminence, a more noble 
and interesting aspect than is ever afforded by the 
sloping and uniform roofs of streets in the capitals 
of the north of Europe. 

It has taken us some time to give, in words, the 
idea which was at a single glance conveyed to 
Ursel, and affected him at first with great pain. 
His eyeballs had been long strangers to that daily 
exercise which teaches us the habit of correcting 
the scenes as they appear to our sight by the 
knowledge which we derive from the use of our 
other senses. His idea of distance was so con¬ 
fused, that it seemed as if all the spires, turrets, 
and minarets which he beheld were crowded for¬ 
ward upon his eyeballs, and almost touching them. 
With a shriek of horror, Ursel turned himself to 
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the farther side, and cast his eyes upon a different 
scene. Here also he saw towers, steeples, and 
turrets, but they were those of the churches and 
public buildings beneath his feet, reflected from 
the dazzling piece of water which formed the har¬ 
bour of Constantinople, and which, from the abun¬ 
dance of wealth which it transported to the city, 
was well termed the Golden Horn. In one place, 
this superb basin was lined with quays, where 
stately dromonds and argosies unloaded their 
wealth, while, by the shore of the haven, galleys, 
feluccas, and other small craft idly flapped the 
singularly shaped and snow-white pinions which 
served them for sails. In other places, the Golden 
Horn lay shrouded in a verdant mantle of trees, 
where the private gardens of wealthy or distin¬ 
guished individuals, or places of public recreation, 
shot down upon and were bounded by the glassy 
waters. 

On the Bosphorus, which might be seen in the 
distance, the little fleet of Tancred was lying in 
the same station they had gained during the night, 
which was fitted to command the opposite landing; 
this their general had preferred to a midnight de¬ 
scent upon Constantinople, not knowing whether, 
so coming, they might be received as friends or 
enemies. This delay, however, had given the 
Greeks an opportunity, either by the orders of 
Alexius or the equally powerful mandates of some 
of the conspirators, to tow six ships of war, full 
of armed men, and provided with the maritime 
offensive weapons peculiar to the Greeks at that 
period, which they had moored so as exactly to 
cover the place where the troops of Tancred must 
necessarily land. 
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This preparation gave some surprise to the 
valiant Tancred, who did not know that such ves¬ 
sels had arrived in the harbour from Lemnos on 
the preceding night. The undaunted courage of 
that prince was, however, in no respect to be 
shaken by the' degree of unexpected danger with 
which his adventure now appeared to be attended. 

This splendid view, from the description of 
which we have in some degree digressed, was seen 
by the physician and Ursel from a terrace, the 
loftiest almost on the palace of the Blacquernal. 
To the cityward, it was bounded by a solid wall, 
of considerable height, giving a resting-place for 
the roof of a lower building, which, sloping out¬ 
ward, broke to the view the vast height unobscured 
otherwise save by a high and massy balustrade, 
composed of bronze, which, to the havenward, 
sank sheer down upon an uninterrupted precipice. 

No sooner, therefore, had Ursel turned his eyes 
that way, than, though placed far from the brink 
of the terrace, he exclaimed, with a shriek, “ Save 
me — save me! if you are not indeed the destined 
executors of the Emperor’s will. ” 

“ We are indeed such,” said Douban, " to save, 
and if possible to bring you to complete recovery; 
but by no means to do you injury, or to suffer it 
to be offered by others.” 

“ Guard me then from myself, ” said Ursel, " and 
save me from the reeling and insane desire which 
I feel to plunge myself into the abyss, to the edge 
of which you have guided me. ” 

“ Such a giddy and dangerous temptation is, ” 
said the physician, " common to those who have 
not for a long time looked down from precipitous 
heights, and are suddenly brought to them. Na- 
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ture, however bounteous, hath not provided for the 
cessation of our faculties for years, and for their 
sudden resumption in full strength and vigour. 
An interval, longer or shorter, must needs inter¬ 
vene. Can you not believe this terrace a safe 
station while you have my support and that of 
this faithful slave?” 

“ Certainly, ” said Ursel; “ but permit me to 
turn my face towards this stone wall, for I cannot 
bear to look at the flimsy piece of wire, which is 
the only battlement of defence that interposes 
betwixt me and the precipice. ” He spoke of the 
bronze balustrade, six feet high, and massive in 
proportion. Thus saying, and holding fast by the 
physician’s arm, Ursel, though himself a younger 
and more able man, trembled, and moved his feet 
as slowly as if made of lead, until he reached the 
sashed door, where stood a kind of balcony-seat, 
in which he placed himself. — " Here, ” he said, 

“ will I remain. ” 

“ And here, ” said Douban, “ will I make the 
communication of the Emperor, which it is neces¬ 
sary you should be prepared to reply to. It places 
you, you will observe, at your own disposal for 
liberty or captivity, but it conditions for your 
resigning that sweet but sinful morsel termed 
revenge, which, I must not conceal from you, 
chance appears willing to put into your hand. 
You know the degree of rivalry in which you have 
been held by the Emperor, and you know the 
measure of evil you have sustained at his hand. 
The question is. Can you forgive what has taken 
place ? ” 

“ Let me wrap my head round with my mantle, ” 
said Ursel, “ to dispel this dizziness which still 
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oppresses my poor brain, and, as soon as the power 
of recollection is granted to me, you shall know 
my sentiments. ” 

He sank upon the seat, muffled in the way 
which he described, and after a few minutes’, 
reflection, with a trepidation which argued the 
patient still to be under the nervous feeling of 
extreme horror mixed with terror, he addressed 
Douban thus: “ The operation of wrong and 

cruelty, in the moment when they are first in¬ 
flicted, excites, of course, the utmost resentment 
of the sufferer; nor is there, perhaps, a passion 
which lives so long in his bosom as the natural 
desire of revenge. If, then, during the first 
month, when I lay stretched upon my bed of want 
and misery, you had offered me an opportunity of 
revenge upon my cruel oppressor, the remnant of 
miserable life which remained to me should have 
been willingly bestowed to purchase it. But a 
suffering of weeks, or even months, must not be 
compared in effect with that of years. For a short 
space of endurance, the body, as vrell as the mind, 
retains that vigorous habit which holds the pri¬ 
soner still connected with life, and teaches him 
to thrill at the long forgotten chain of hopes, of 
wishes, of disappointments, and mortifications, 
which affected his former existence. But the* 
wounds become callous as they harden, and other 
and better feelings occupy their place, while they 
gradually die away in forgetfulness. The enjoy¬ 
ments, the amusements of this world, occupy no 
part of his time upon whom the gates of despair 
have once closed. I tell thee, my kind physician, 
that for a season, in an insane attempt to effect 
my liberty, I cut through a large portion of the 
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living rock. But Heaven cured me of so foolish 
an idea; and if I did not actually come to love 
Alexius Comnenus — for how could that have been 
a possible efiect in any rational state of my intel¬ 
lects?— yet, as I became convinced of my own 
crimes, sins, and follies, the more and more I was 
also persuaded that Alexius was but the agent 
through whom Heaven exercised a dearly purchased 
right of punishing me for my manifold offences 
and transgressions; and that it was not therefore 
upon the Emperor that my resentment ought to 
visit itself. And I can now say to thee, that, so 
far as a man who has undergone so dreadful a 
change can be supposed to know his own mind, I 
feel no desire either to rival Alexius in a race for 
empire, or to avail myself of any of the various 
proffers which he proposes to me as the price of 
withdrawing my claim. Let him keep unpur¬ 
chased the crown, for which he has paid, in my 
opinion, a price which it is not worth. ” 

“ This is extraordinary stoicism, noble Ursel, ” 
answered the physician Douban. “ Am I then 
to understand that you reject the fair offers of 
Alexius, and desire, instead of all which he is 
willing — nay, anxious — to bestow, to be com¬ 
mitted safely back to thy old blinded dungeon in 
the Blacquernal, that you may continue at ease 
those pietistic meditations which have already 
conducted thee to so extravagant a conclusion ? ” 

“ Physician, ” said Ursel, while a shuddering fit 
that affected his whole body testified his alarm at 
the alternative proposed —" one would imagine 
thine own profession might have taught thee that 
no mere mortal man, unless predestined to be a 
glorified saint, could ever prefer darkness to the 
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light of day; blindness itself to the enjoyment of 
the power of sight; the pangs of starving to com¬ 
petent sustenance, or the damps of a dungeon to 
the free air of God's creation. No! — it may be 
virtue to do so, but to such a pitch mine does not 
soar. All I require of the Emperor for standing 
by him with all the power my name can give him 
at this crisis is, that he will provide for my recep¬ 
tion as a monk in some of those pleasant and well- 
endowed seminaries of piety to which his devotion, 
or his fears, have given rise. Let me not be again 
the object of his suspicion, the operation of which 
is more dreadful than that of being the object of 
his hate. Forgotten by power, as I have myself 
lost the remembrance of those that wielded it, let 
me find my way to the grave, unnoticed, uncon¬ 
strained, at liberty, in possession of my dim and 
disused organs of sight, and, above all, at peace. ” 
“ If such be thy serious and earnest wish, noble 
Ursel, ” said the physician, " I myself have no 
hesitation to warrant to thee the full accomplish¬ 
ment of thy religious and moderate desires. But, 
bethink thee, thou art once more an inhabitant 
of the court, in which thou mayst obtain what 
thou wilt to-day; while to-morrow, shouldst thou 
regret thy indifference, it may be thy utmost en¬ 
treaty will not suffice to gain for thee the slightest 
extension of thy present conditions. ” 

“ Be it so, ” said Ursel; “ I will then stipulate 
for another condition, which indeed has only 
reference to this day. I will solicit his Imperial 
Majesty, with all humility, to spare me the 
pain of a personal treaty between himself and me, 
and that he will be satisfied with the solemn as¬ 
surance that I am most willing to do in his favour 
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all that he is desirous of dictating; while, on the 
other hand, I desire only the execution of those 
moderate conditions of my future aliment which 
I have already told thee at length. ” 

“ But wherefore, ” said Douban, “ shouldst thou 
be afraid of announcing to the Emperor by dis¬ 
position to an agreement, which cannot be es¬ 
teemed otherwise than extremely moderate on thy 
part? Indeed, I fear the Emperor will insist on 
a brief personal conference. ” 

“ I am not ashamed, ” said Ursel, “ to confess 
the truth. It is true that I have, or think I have, 
renounced what the Scripture calls the pride of 
life; but the old Adam still lives within us, and 
maintains against the better part of our nature an 
inextinguishable quarrel, easy to be aroused from 
its slumber, but as difficult to be again couched in 
peace. While last night I but half understood 
that mine enemy was in my presence, and while 
my faculties performed but half their duty in 
recalling his deceitful and hated accents, did not 
my heart throb in my bosom with all the agitation 
of a taken bird, and shall I again have to enter 
into a personal treaty with the man who, be his 
general conduct what it may, has been the con¬ 
stant and unprovoked cause of my unequalled 
misery? Douban, no! — to listen to his voice 
again were to hear an alarm sounded to every 
violent and vindictive passion of my heart; and 
though, may Heaven so help me as my intentions 
towards him are upright, yet it is impossible for 
me to listen to his professions with a chance of 
safety either to him or to myself.” 

“ If you be so minded, ” replied Douban, “ I 
shall only repeat to him your stipulation, and you 
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must swear to him that you will strictly observe 
it. Without this being done, it must be difficult, 
or perhaps impossible, to settle the league of 
which both are desirous. ” 

“ Amen! ” said Ursel; " and as I am pure in my 
purpose, and resolved to keep it to the uttermost, so 
may Heaven guard me from the influence of precipi¬ 
tate revenge, ancient grudge, or new quarrel! ” 

An authoritative knock at the door of the sleep¬ 
ing-chamber was now heard, and Ursel, relieved 
by more powerful feelings from the giddiness of 
which he had complained, walked firmly into the 
bedroom, and, seating himself, waited with averted 
eyes the entrance of the person who demanded 
admittance, and who proved to be no other than 
Alexius Comnenus. 

The Emperor appeared at the door in a warlike 
dress, suited for the decoration of a prince who 
was to witness a combat in the lists fought out 
before him. 

“ Sage Douban, ” he said, '' has our esteemed 
prisoner, Ursel, made his choice between our peace 
and enmity ? ” 

“ He hath, my lord, ” replied the physician, 
“ embraced the lot of that happy portion of man¬ 
kind whose hearts and lives are devoted to the 
service of your Majesty's government. ” 

" He will then this day, ” continued the Em¬ 
peror, " render me the office of putting down all 
those who may pretend to abet insurrection in his 
name, and under pretext of his wrongs ? ” 

“ He will, my lord, ” replied the physician, “ act 
to the fullest the part which you require. ” 

“ And in what way, ” said the Emperor, adopting 
his most gracious tone of voice, “ would our faith- 
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fill Ursel desire that services like these, rendered 
in the hour of extreme need, should be acknow¬ 
ledged by the Emperor ? ” 

“ Simply, ” answered Douban, " by saying noth¬ 
ing upon the subject. He desires only that all 
jealousies between you and him may be henceforth 
forgotten, and that he may be admitted into one 
of your Highness's monastic institutions, with 
leave to dedicate the rest of his life to the worship 
of Heaven and its saints. ” 

" Hath he persuaded thee of this, Douban ? ” 
said the Emperor, in a low and altered voice. 
“ By Heaven! when I consider from what prison 
he was brought, and in what guise he inhabited 
it, I cannot believe in this gall-less disposition. 
He must at least speak to me himself, ere I can 
believe, in some degree, the transformation of the 
fiery Ursel into a being so little capable of feeling 
the ordinary impulses of mankind. ” 

“Hear me, Alexius Comnenus,” said the pri¬ 
soner ; “ and so may thine own prayers to Heaven 
find access and acceptation, as thou believest the 
words which I speak to thee in simplicity of heart. 
If thine empire of Greece were made of coined 
gold, it would hold out no bait for my acceptance; 
nor, I thank Heaven, have even the injuries I 
have experienced at thy hand, cruel and extensive 
as they have been, impressed upon me the sligh¬ 
test desire of requiting treachery with treachery. 
Think of me as thou wilt, so thou seek'st not 
again to exchange words with me; and believe 
me, that when thou hast put me under the most 
rigid of thy ecclesiastical foundations, the disci¬ 
pline, the fare, and the vigils will be far superior 
to the existence falling to the share of those whom 
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the king delights to honour, and who therefore 
must afford the king their society whenever they 
are summoned to do so. ” 

" It is hardly for me, ” said the physician, " to 
interpose in so high a matter; yet, as trusted both 
by the noble Ursel and by his Highness the 
Emperor, I have made a brief abstract of these 
short conditions to be kept by the high parties 
towards each other, suh crimine falsi, ” 

The Emperor protracted the intercourse with 
Ursel until he more fully explained to him the 
occasion which he should have that very day for 
his services. When they parted, Alexius, with a 
great show of affection, embraeed his late prisoner, 
while it required all the self-command and stoi¬ 
cism of Ursel to avoid expressing in plain terms 
the extent to which he abhorred the person who 
thus caressed him. 



CHAPTER X. 


O Conspiracy! 

Sham’st thou to show thy dangerous brow by night, 

When evils are most free ? O then, by day, 

Where wilt tliou find a cavern dark enough 

To mask thy monstrous visage ? Seek none. Conspiracy ; 

Hide it in smiles and affability: 

For if thou path thy native semblance on, 

Not Erebus itself were dim enough 
To hide thee from prevention. 

Julius Ccesar. 

The important morning at last arrived, on which, 
by the imperial proclamation, the combat between 
the Csesar and Rn hext Count of Paris was appointed 
to take pla^ This was a circumsta nce in a great 
measure foreign^To" the Grrecian manners^ a nd to 
which, th^efore, the people annexed different ideas 
from those which were associated with the same 
solemn decision of God, as the Latins called it, 
by the Western nations. The consequence was a 
vague but excessive agitation among the people, 
who connected the extraordinary strife which they 
were to witness with the various causes which 
had been whispered abroad as likely to give occa¬ 
sion to some general insurrection of a great and 
terrible nature. 

By the imperial order, regular' lists had been 
prepared for the combat, with opposite gates, or 
entrances, as was usual, for the admittance of the 
two champions; and it was understood that the 
appeal was to be made to the Divinity by each, 
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according to the forms prescribed by the Church of 
which the combatants were respectively members. 
The situation of these lists was on the side of the 
shore adjoining on the west to the continent. At 
no great distance, the walls of the city were seen, 
of various architecture, composed of lime and of 
stone, and furnished with no less than four-and- 
twenty gates, or posterns, five of which regarded 
the land, and nineteen the water. All this formed 
a beautiful prospect, much of which is still visible. 
The town itself is about nineteen miles in cir¬ 
cumference; and as it is on all sides surrounded 
with lofty cypresses, its general appearance is that 
of a city arising out of a stately wood of these 
magnificent trees, partly shrouding the pinnacles, 
obelisks, and minarets, which then marked the 
site of many noble Christian temples; but now, 
generally speaking, intimate the position of as 
many Mahomedan mosques. 

These lists, for the convenience of spectators, 
were surrounded on all sides by long rows of seats, 
sloping downwards. In the middle of these seats, 
and exactly opposite the centre of the lists, was 
a high throne, erected for the Emperor himself; 
and which was separated from the more vulgar 
galleries by a circuit of wooden barricades, which, 
an experienced eye could perceive, might, in case of 
need, be made serviceable for purposes of defence. 

The lists were sixty yards in length, by perhaps 
about forty in breadth, and these afforded ample 
space for the exercise of the combat, both on horse¬ 
back and on foot. Numerous bands of the Greek 
citizens began, with the very break of day, to 
issue from the gates and posterns of the city, to 
examine and wonder at the construction of the 
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lists, pass their criticisms upon the purposes of 
the peculiar parts of the fabric, and occupy places, 
to secure them for the spectacle. Shortly after 
arrived a large band of those soldiers who were 
called the Roman Immortals. These entered with¬ 
out ceremony, and placed themselves on either 
hand of the wooden barricade which fenced the 
Emperor’s seat. Some of them took even a greater 
liberty; for, affecting to be pressed against the 
boundary, there were individuals who approached 
the partition itself, and seemed to meditate climb¬ 
ing over it, and placing themselves on the same 
side with the Emperor. Some old domestic slaves 
of the household now showed themselves, as if for 
the purpose of preserving this sacred circle for 
Alexius and his court; and, in proportion as the 
Immortals began to show themselves encroaching 
and turbulent, the strength of the defenders of the 
prohibited precincts seemed gradually to increase. 

There was, though scarcely to be observed, be¬ 
sides the grand access to the imperial seat from 
without, another opening also from the outside, 
secured by a very strong door, by which different 
persons received admission beneath the seats de¬ 
stined for the imperial party. These persons, by 
their length of limb, breadth of shoulders, by the 
fur of their cloaks, and especially by the redoubted 
battle-axes which all of them bore, appeared to 
be Varangians; but, although dressed neither in 
their usual habit of pomp nor in their more effec¬ 
tual garb of war, still, when narrowly examined, 
they might be seen to possess their usual offensive 
weapons. These men, entering in separate and strag¬ 
gling parties, might be observed to join the slaves 
of the interior of the palace in opposing the intru- 
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sion of the Immortals upon the seat of the Emperor 
and the benches around. Two or three Immortals, 
who had actually made good their frolic, and 
climbed over the division, were flung back again, 
very unceremoniously, by the barbaric strength 
and sinewy arms of the Varangians. 

The people around, and in the adjacent galleries, 
most of whom had the air of citizens in their holi¬ 
day dresses, commented a good deal on these pro¬ 
ceedings, and were inclined strongly to make part 
with the Immortals. ‘‘ It was a shame to the 
Emperor,” they said, "to encourage these British 
barbarians to interpose themselves by violence be¬ 
tween his person and the Immortal cohorts of the 
city, who were in some sort his own children. ” 
Stephanos, the gym nastic, whose bulky strength 
and stature rendered him conspicuous amid this 
party, said, without hesitation, " If there are two 
people here who will join in saying that the 
Immortals are unjustly deprived of their right of 
guarding the Emperor’s person, here is the hand 
that shall place them beside the imperial chair. ” 
" Not so,” quoth a centurion of the Immortals, 
whom we have already introduced to our readers 
by the name of Harpax — " not so, Stephanos; that 
happy time may arriv^ but it is not yet come, my 
gem of the circus. Thou knowest that on this 
occasion it is one of these Counts, or Western 
Franks, who undertakes the combat; and the 
Varangians, who call these people their enemies, 
have some reason to claim a precedency in guard¬ 
ing the lists, which it might not at this moment 
be convenient to dispute with them. Why, man, 
if thou wert half so witty as thou art long, thou 
wouldst be sensible that it were bad woodmanship 
VOL. II. —10 
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to raise the hollo upon the game ere it had been 
driven within compass of the nets.” 

While the athelete rolled his huge grey eyes as 
if to conjure out the sense of this intimation, his 
little friend I^simachus, the artist, putting hi m- 
self to pain to sUnd upon his tiptoe^ and look in- 
telli gentT said, approaching as near as he couL i^o 
Harpax's ear, " Thou mayst trust me, gallant cen- 
tunon, that this man of mould and muscle shall 
neither start like a babbling hound on a false 
scent, nor become mute and inert when the general 
signal is given. But tell me,” said he, speaking 
very low, and for that purpose mounting a bench, 
which brought him on a level with the centurion's 
ear, “ would it not have been better that a strong 
guard of the valiant Immortals had been placed in 
this wooden citadel, to insure the object of the 
day?” 

“Without question,” said the centurion, “it 
was so meant; but these strolling Varangians have 
altered their station of their own authority. ” 

“ Were it not well, ” said Lysimachus, “ that 
you, who are greatly more numerous than the 
barbarians, should begin a fray before more of 
these strangers arrive ? ” 

“ Content ye, friend, ” said the centurion, coldly, 
“ we know our time. An attack commenced too 
early would be worse than thrown away, nor would 
an opportunity occur of executing our project in 
the fitting time, if an alarm were prematurely 
given at this moment.” 

So saying, he shuffled off among his fellow- 
soldiers, so as to avoid suspicious intercourse with 
such persons as were only concerned with the civic 
portion of the conspirators. 
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As the morning advanced, and the sun took a 
higher station in the horizon, the various persons 
whom curiosity, or some more decided motive, 
brought to see the proposed combat, were seen 
streaming from different parts of the town, and 
rushing to occupy such accommodation as the cir¬ 
cuit round the lists afforded them. In their road 
to the place where preparation for combat was 
made, they had to ascend a sort of cape, which, 
in the form of a small hill, projected into the 
Hellespont, and the butt of which, connecting it 
with the shore, afforded a considerable ascent, and 
of course a more commanding view of the strait 
between Europe and Asia, than either the imme¬ 
diate vicinity of the city, or the still lower ground 
upon which the lists were erected. In passing 
this height, the earlier visitants of the lists made 
little or no halt; but after a time, when it became 
obvious that those who had hurried forward to the 
place of combat were lingering there without any 
object or occupation, they that followed them in 
the same route, with natural curiosity, paid a tri¬ 
bute to the landscape, bestowing some attention on 
its beauty, and paused to see what auguries could 
be collected from the water, which were likely 
to have any concern in indicating the fate of 
the events that were to take place. Some strag¬ 
gling seamen were the first who remarked that a 
squadron of the Greek small craft (being that 
of Tancred) were in the act of making their 
way from Asia, and threatening a descent upon 
Constantinople. 

" It is strange, said a person, by rank the cap¬ 
tain of a galley, " that these small vessels, which 
were ordered to return to Constantinople as soon as 
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they disembarked the Latins, should have remained 
so long at Scutari, and should not be rowing back 
to the imperial city until this time, on the second 
day after their departure from thence. ” 

“ I pray to Heaven, ” said another of the same 
profession, “ that these seamen may come alone. 
It seems to me as if their ensign-staffs, bowsprits, 
and topmasts were decorated with the same ensigns, 
or nearly the same, with those which the Latins 
displayed upon them, when, by the Emperor’s 
order, they were transported towards Palestine; 
so methinks the voyage back again resembles that 
of a fleet of merchant vessels, who have been pre¬ 
vented from discharging their cargo at the place 
of their destination. ” 

" There is little good, ” said one of the politi¬ 
cians whom we formerly noticed, “ in dealing with 
such commodities, whether they are imported or 
exported. Yon ample banner which streams over 
the foremost galley intimates the presence of a 
chieftain of no small rank among the Counts, 
whether it be for valour or for nobility. ” 

The seafaring leader added, with the voice of 
one who hints alarming tidings, " They seem to 
have got to a point in the straits as high as will 
enable them to run down with the tide, and clear 
the cape which we stand on, although with what 
purpose they aim to land so close beneath the 
walls of the city, he is a wiser man than I who 
pretends to determine. ” 

“ Assuredly, ” returned his comrade, " the inten¬ 
tion is not a kind one. The wealth of the city 
has temptations to a poor people, who only value 
the iron which they possess as affording them the 
means of procuring the gold which they covet. ** 
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" Ay, brother, ” answered Demetrius the politi¬ 
cian, but see you not, lying at anchor within 
this bay which is formed by the cape, and at the 
very point where these heretics are likely to be 
carried by the tide, six strong vessels, having the 
power of sending forth, not merely showers of 
darts and arrows, but of Grecian fire, as it is 
called, from their hollow decks ? If these Frank 
gentry continue directing their course upon the 
imperial city, being, as they are, 

• sed et ilia propago 

Contemptrix Siiperdm, sseveeque avidissima ceedia, 

Et violenta fuit,^ 

we shall speedily see a combat better worth witness¬ 
ing than that announced by the great trumpet of the 
Varangians. If you love me, let us sit down here 
for a moment, and see how this matter is to end. ” 

" An excellent motion, my ingenious friend, ” 
said Lascaris, which was the name of the other 
citizen; " but, bethink you, shall we not be in 
danger from the missiles with which the audacious 
Latins will not fail to return the Greek fire, if, 
according to your conjecture, it shall be poured 
upon them by the imperial squadron ? ” 

" That is not ill argued, my friend, ” said Deme¬ 
trius ; " but know that you have to do with a man 
who has been in such extremities before now; and 
if such a discharge should open from the sea, I 
would propose to you to step back some fifty yards 
inland, and thus to interpose the very crest of the 
cape between us and the discharge of missiles; a 
mere child might thus learn to face them without 
any alarm. 


1 Ovid, Met. 
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" You aie a wise man, neighbour,” said Lascaris, 
“ and possess such a mixture of valour and know¬ 
ledge as becomes a man whom a friend might 
be supposed safely to risk his life with. There he 
those, for instance, who cannot show you the 
slightest glimpse of what is going on, without 
bringing you within peril of your life; whereas 
you, my worthy friend Demetrius, between your 
accurate knowledge of military affairs and your 
regard for your friend, are sure to show him all 
that is to be seen without the least risk to a person 
who is naturally unwilling to think of exposing 
himself to injury.—But, Holy Virgin! what is 
the meaning of that red flag which the Greek 
Admiral has this instant hoisted ? ” 

“ Why, you see, neighbour, ” answered Deme¬ 
trius, “ yonder Western heretic continues to ad¬ 
vance without minding the various signs which 
our Admiral has made to him to desist, and now 
he hoists the bloody colours, as if a man should 
clench his fist and say. If you persevere in your 
uncivil intention, I will do so and so. ” 

“By St. Sophia,” said Lascaris, “and that is 
giving him fair warning. But what is it the 
Imperial Admiral is about to do ? ” 

“ Run 1 run 1 friend Lascaris, ” said Demetrius, 
“ or you will see more of that than perchance you 
have any curiosity for.” 

Accordingly, to add the strength of example to 
precept, Demetrius himself girt up his loins, and 
retreated with the most edifying speed to the oppo¬ 
site side of the ridge, accompanied by the greater 
part of the crowd, who had tarried there to witness 
the contest which the newsmonger promised, and 
were determined to take his word for their own 
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safety. The sound and sight which had alarmed 
Demetrius was the discharge of a large portion of 
Greek fire, which perhaps may be best compared 
to one of those immense Congreve rockets of the 
present day, which takes on its shoulders a small 
grapnel or anchor, and proceeds groaning through 
the air, like a fiend overburdened by the mandate 
of some inexorable magician, and of which the 
operation was so terrifying, that the crews of the 
vessels attacked by this strange weapon frequently 
forsook every means of defence, and ran themselves 
ashore. One of the principal ingredients of this 
dreadful fire was supposed to be naphtha, or the 
bitumen which is collected on the banks of the 
Dead Sea, and which, when in a state of ignition, 
could only be extinguished by a very singular 
mixture, and which it was not likely to come in 
contact with. It produced a thick smoke and 
loud explosion, and was capable, says Gibbon, of 
communicating its flames with equal vehemence 
in descent or lateral progress.^ In sieges, it was 
poured from the ramparts, or launched, like our 
bombs, in red-hot balls of stone or iron, or it was 
darted in flax twisted round arrows and in jave¬ 
lins. It was considered as a state secret of the 
greatest importance; and for well-nigh four cen¬ 
turies it was unknown to the Mahomedans. But 
at length the composition was discovered by the 
Saracens, and used by them for repelling the 
Crusaders, and overpowering the Greeks, upon 
whose side it had at one time been the most for¬ 
midable implement of defence. Some exaggera¬ 
tion we must allow for a barbarous period; but 


1 For a full account of the Greek fire, see Gibbon, chap. liii. 
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there seems no doubt that the general description 
of the Crusader Joinville should be admitted as 
correct: " It came flying through the air ” (,^), says 
that good knight, “ like a winged dragon, about 
the thickness of a hogshead, with the report of 
thunder and the speed of lightning, and the dark¬ 
ness of the night was dispelled by this horrible 
illumination. ” 

Not only the bold Demetrius and his pupil 
Lascaris, but all the crowd whom they influenced, 
fled manfully when the commodore of the Greeks 
fired the first discharge; and as the other vessels 
in the squadron followed his example, the heavens 
were filled with the unusual and outrageous noise, 
while the smoke was so thick as to darken the 
very air. As the fugitives passed the crest of the 
hill, they saw the seaman, whom we formerly 
mentioned as a spectator, snugly reclining under 
cover of a dry ditch, where he managed so as to se¬ 
cure himself as far as possible from any accident. 
He could not, however, omit breaking his jest on 
the politicians. 

“ What, ho! ” he cried, “ my good friends, ” 
without raising himself above the counterscarp of 
his ditch, " will you not remain upon your station 
long enough to finish that hopeful lecture upon 
battle by sea and land, which you had so happy 
an opportunity of commencing ? Believe me, the 
noise is more alarming than hurtful; the fire is all 
pointed in a direction opposite to yours, and if one 
of those dragons which you see does happen to fly 
landward instead of seaward, it is but the mistake 
of some cabin-boy, who has used his linstock with 
more willingness than ability. ” 

Demetrius and Lascaris just heard enough of 
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the naval hero’s harangue to acquaint them with 
the new danger with which they might be as¬ 
sailed by the possible misdirection of the weapons, 
and, rushing down towards the lists at the head 
of a crowd half desperate with fear, they hastily 
propagated the appalling news, that the Latins 
were coming back from Asia with the purpose 
of landing in arms, pillaging, and burning the 
city. 

The uproar, in the meantime, of this unexpected 
occurrence was such as altogether to vindicate, in 
public opinion, the reported cause, however exag¬ 
gerated. The thunder of the Greek fire came suc¬ 
cessively, one hard upon the other, and each, in 
its turn, spread a blot of black smoke upon the 
face of the landscape, which, thickened by so 
many successive clouds, seemed at last, like that 
raised by a sustained fire of modern artillery, to 
overshadow the whole horizon. 

The small squadron of Tancred was completely 
hid from view in the surging volumes of dark¬ 
ness which the breath of the weapons of the 
enemy had spread around him; and it seemed by 
a red light, which began to show itself among 
the thickest of the veil of darkness, that one 
of the flotilla at least had caught fire. Yet the 
Latins resisted, with an obstinacy worthy of their 
own courage, and the fame of their celebrated 
leader. Some advantage they had, on account of 
their small size, and their lowness in the water, 
as well as the clouded state of the atmosphere, 
which rendered them difficult marks for the fire 
of the Greeks. 

To increase these advantages, Tancred, as well 
by boats as by the kind of rude signals made use 
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of at the period, dispersed orders to his fleet, that 
each bark, disregarding the fate of the others, 
should press forward individually, and that the 
men from each should be put on shore wheresoever 
and howsoever they could eflect that manoeuvre. 
Tancred himself set a noble example. He was on 
board a stout vessel, fenced in some degree against 
the effect of the Greek fire by being in a great 
measure covered with raw hides, which hides had 
also been recently steeped in water. This vessel 
contained upwards of a hundred valiant warriors, 
several of them of knightly order, who had all 
night toiled at the humble labours of the oar, and 
now in the morning applied their chivalrous hands 
to the arblast and to the bow, which were in 
general accounted the weapons of persons of a 
lower rank. Thus armed, and thus manned, 
Prince Tancred bestowed upon his bark the full 
velocity which wind and tide and oar could enable 
her to obtain, and, placing her in the situation to 
profit by them as much as his maritime skill could 
direct, he drove with the speed of lightning among 
the vessels of Lemnos, plying on either side bows, 
crossbows, javelins, and military missiles of every 
kind, with the greater advantage that the Greeks, 
trusting to their artificial fire, had omitted arming 
themselves with other weapons; so that when the 
valiant Crusader bore down on them with so much 
fury, repaying the terrors of their fire with a storm 
of bolts and arrows no less formidable, they began 
to feel that their own advantage was much less 
than they had supposed, and that, like most other 
dangers, the maritime fire of the Greeks, when 
undauntedly confronted, lost at least one half of 
its terrors. The Grecian sailors, too, when they 
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observed the vessels approach so near, filled with 
the steel-clad Latins, began to shrink from a con¬ 
test to be maintained hand to hand with so terrible 
an enemy. 

By degrees, smoke began to issue from the sides 
of the great Grecian argosy, and the voice of 
Tancred announced to his soldiers that the Grecian 
admiral's vessel had taken fire, owing to negli¬ 
gence in the management of the means of destruc¬ 
tion she possessed, and that all they had now to 
do was to maintain such a distance as to avoid 
sharing her fate. Sparkles and flashes of flame 
were next seen leaping from place to place on 
board of the great hulk, as if the element had had 
the sense and purpose of spreading wider the con¬ 
sternation, and disabling the few who still paid 
attention to the commands of their admiral, and 
endeavoured to extinguish the fire. The con¬ 
sciousness of the combustible nature of the freight 
began to add despair to terror; from the boltsprit, 
the rigging, the yards, the sides, and every part of 
the vessel, the unfortunate crew were seen drop¬ 
ping themselves, to exchange for the most part a 
watery death for one by the more dreadful agency 
of fire. The crew of Tancred's bark, ceasing, by 
that generous prince's commands, to offer any ad¬ 
ditional annoyance to an enemy who was at once 
threatened by the perils of the ocean and of con¬ 
flagration, ran their vessel ashore in a smooth part 
of the bay, and, jumping into the shallow sea, 
made the land without difi&culty; many of their 
steeds being, by the exertions of the owners, and 
the docility of the animals, brought ashore at the 
same time with their masters. Their commander 
lost no time in forming their serried ranks into a 
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phalanx of lancers, few indeed at first, but per¬ 
petually increasing as ship after ship of the little 
flotilla ran ashore, or, having more deliberately 
moored their barks, landed their men, and joined 
their companions. 

The cloud which had been raised by the conflict 
was now driven to leeward before the wind, and 
the strait exhibited only the relics of the combat. 
Here tossed upon the billows the scattered and 
broken remains of one or two of the Latin vessels 
which had been burnt at the commencement of 
the combat, though their crews, by the exertions 
of their comrades, had in general been saved. 
Lower down were seen the remaining five vessels 
of the Lemnos squadron, holding a disorderly and 
difficult retreat, with the purpose of gaining the 
harbour of Constantinople. In the place so late 
the scene of combat lay moored the hulk of the 
Grecian admiral, burnt to the water's edge, and 
still sending forth a black smoke from its scathed 
beams and planks. The flotilla of Tancred, busied 
in discharging its troops, lay irregularly scattered 
along the bay, the men making ashore as they 
could, and taking their course to join the standard 
of their leader. Various black substances floated 
on the surface of the water, nearer, or more dis¬ 
tant to the shore; some proved to be the wreck of 
the vessels which had been destroyed, and others, 
more ominous still, the lifeless bodies of mariners 
who had fallen in the conflict. 

The standard had been borne ashore by the 
Prince's favourite page, Ernest of Apulia, so soon 
as the keel of Tancred’s galley had grazed upon 
the sand. It was then pitched on the top of that 
elevated cape between Constantinople and the 
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lists, where Lascaris, Demetrius, and other gossips 
had held their station at the commencement of the 
engagement, but from which all had fled, between 
the mingled dread of the Greek fire and the mis¬ 
siles of the Latin Crusaders. 



CHAPTEK XL 


Sheathed in complete armour, and supporting 
with his right hand the standard of his fathers, 
Tancred remained with his handful of warriors 
like so many statues of steel, expecting some sort 
of attack from the Grecian party which had occu¬ 
pied the lists, or from the numbers whom the city 
gates began now to pour forth — soldiers some of 
them, and others citizens, many of whom were 
arrayed as if for conflict. These persons, alarmed 
by the various accounts which were given of the 
combatants and the progress of the tight, rushed 
towards the standard of Prince Tancred, with the 
intention of beating it to the earth, and dispersing 
the guards who owed it homage and defence. But 
if the reader shall have happened to have ridden 
at any time through a pastoral country, with a 
dog of a noble race following him, he must have 
remarked, in the deference ultimately paid to the 
high-bred animal by the shepherd’s cur as he 
crosses the lonely glen, of which the latter con¬ 
ceives himself the lord and guardian, something 
very similar to the demeanour of the incensed 
Greeks, when they approached near to the little 
band of Franks. At the first symptom of the in¬ 
trusion of a stranger, the dog of the shepherd 
starts from his slumbers, and rushes towards the 
noble intruder with a clamorous declaration of 
war; but when the diminution of distance between 
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them shows to the aggressor the size and strength 
of his opponent, he becomes like a cruiser, who, 
in a chase, has, to his surprise and alarm, found 
two tier of guns opposed to him instead of one. 
He halts — suspends his clamorous yelping, and, 
in fine, ingloriously retreats to his master, with 
all the dishonourable marks of positively declining 
the combat. 

It was in this manner that the troops of the 
noisy Greeks, with much hallooing and many a 
boastful shout, hastened both from the town and 
from the lists, with the apparent intention of 
sweeping from the field the few companions of 
Tancred. As they advanced, however, within the 
power of remarking the calm and regular order of 
those men who had landed, and arranged them¬ 
selves under this noble chieftain's banner, their 
minds were altogether changed as to the resolution 
of instant combat; their advance became an un¬ 
certain and staggering gait; their heads were more 
frequently turned back to the point from which 
they came, than towards the enemy; and their 
desire to provoke an instant scuffle vanished 
totally, when there did not appear the least symp¬ 
tom that their opponents cared about the matter. 

It added to the extreme confidence with which 
the Latins kept their ground, that they were 
receiving frequent though small reinforcements 
from their comrades, who were landing by detach¬ 
ments all along the beach; and that, in the course 
of a short hour, their amount had been raised, on 
horseback and foot, to a number, allowing for a 
few casualties, not much less than that which set 
sail from Scutari. 

Another reason why the Latins remained unas- 
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sailed was certainly the indisposition of the two 
principal armed parties oti shore to enter into a 
quarrel with them. The guards of every kind who 
were faithful to the Emperor, and more especially 
the Varangians, had their orders to remain firm at 
their posts, some in the lists, and others at various 
places of rendezvous in Constantinople, where their 
presence was necessary to prevent the effects of 
the sudden insurrection which Alexius knew to 
be meditated against him. These, therefore, made 
no hostile demonstration towards the band of 
Latins, nor was it the purpose of the Emperor they 
should do so. 

On the other hand, the greater part of the Im¬ 
mortal Guards, and those citizens who were pre¬ 
pared to play a part in the conspiracy, had been 
impressed by the agents of the deceased Agelastes 
with the opinion that this band of Latins, com¬ 
manded by Tancred, the relative of Bohemond, 
had been despatched by the latter to their assis¬ 
tance. These men, therefore, stood still, and made 
no attempt to guide or direct the popular efforts of 
such as inclined to attack these unexpected visi¬ 
tors; in which purpose, therefore, no very great 
party were united, while the majority were willing 
enough to find an apology for remaining quiet. 

In the meantime, the Emperor, from his palace 
of Blacquernal, observed what passed upon the 
straits, and beheld his navy from Lemnos totally 
foiled in their attempt, by means of the Greek fire, 
to check the intended passage of Tancred and his 
men. He had no sooner seen the leading ship of 
this squadron begin to beacon the darkness with 
its own fire, than the Emperor formed a secret 
resolution to disown the unfortunate admiral, and 
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make peace with the Latins, if that should be 
absolutely necessary, by sending them his head. 
He had hardly, therefore, seen the flames burst 
forth, and the rest of the vessels retreat from their 
moorings, than in his own mind the doom of the 
unfortunate Phraortes — for such was the name of 
the admiral — was signed and sealed. 

Achilles Tatius, at the same instant, deter¬ 
mining to keep a close eye upon the Emperor at 
this important crisis, came precipitately into the 
palace, with an appearance of great alarm. 

“ My lord ! — my Imperial lord! I am unhappy 
to be the messenger of such unlucky news; but the 
Latins have in great numbers succeeded in crossing 
the strait from Scutari. The Lemnos squadron 
endeavoured to stop them, as was last night deter¬ 
mined upon in the Imperial Council of War. By 
a heavy discharge of the Greek fire, one or two 
of the Crusaders* vessels were consumed, but by 
far the greater number of them pushed on their 
course, burnt the leading ship of the unfortunate 
Phraortes, and it is strongly reported he has him¬ 
self perished, with almost all his men. The rest 
have cut their cables, and abandoned the defence 
of the passage of the Hellespont. ** 

“ And you, Achilles Tatius, ” said the Emperor, 
" with what purpose is it that you now bring me 
this melancholy news, at a period so late, when I 
cannot amend the consequences ? ” 

“ Under favour, most gracious Emperor, ” replied 
the conspirator, not without colouring and stam¬ 
mering, such was not my intention — I had 
hoped to submit a plan, by which I might easily 
have prepared the way for correcting this little 
error. ” 

VOL. II. — u 
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“ Well, your plan, sir ? ” said the Emperor drily. 
“With your sacred Majesty’s leave,” said the 
Acolyte, “ I would myself have undertaken in¬ 
stantly to lead against this Tancred and his 
Italians the battle-axes of the faithful Varangian 
Guard, who will make no more account of the 
small number of Franks who have come ashore 
than the farmer holds of the hordes of rats and 
mice, and such like mischievous vermin, who have 
harboured in his granaries. ” 

“ And what mean you, ” said the Emperor, “ that 
I am to do, while my Anglo-Saxons fight for my 
sake ?" 

“Your Majesty,” replied Achilles, not exactly 
satisfied with the dry and caustic manner in which 
the Emperor addressed him, “ may put yourself 
at the head of the Immortal cohorts of Constan¬ 
tinople ; and I am your security, that you may 
either perfect the victory over the Latins, or at 
least redeem the most distant chance of a defeat, 
by advancing at the head of this choice body of 
domestic troops, should the day appear doubtful. ” 
“You yourself, Achilles Tatius,” returned the 
Emperor, “ have repeatedly assured us that these 
Immortals retain a perverse attachment to our rebel 
Ursel. How is it, then, you would have us in¬ 
trust our defence to these bands, when we have 
engaged our valiant Varangians in the proposed 
conflict with the flower of the Western army ? — 
Did you think of this risk. Sir Follower ? ” 

Achilles Tatius, much alarmed at an intimation 
indicative of his purpose being known, answered, 
“ that in his haste he had been more anxious to 
recommend the plan which should expose his own 
person to the greater danger, than that perhaps 
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which was most attended with personal safety to 
his Imperial Master.” 

" I thank you for so doing, ” said the Emperor; 
" you have anticipated my wishes, though it is not 
in my power at present to follow the advice you 
have given me. I would have been well con¬ 
tented, undoubtedly, had these Latins measured 
their way over the strait again, as suggested by 
last night’s council; but since they have arrived, 
and stand embattled on our shores, it is better 
that we pay them with money and with spoil, 
than with the lives of our gallant subjects. We 
cannot, after all, believe that they come with any 
serious intention of doing us injury; it is but the 
insane desire of witnessing feats of battle and 
single combat, which is to them the breath of 
their nostrils, that can have impelled them to this 
partial countermarch. I impose upon you, Achilles 
Tatius, combining the Protospathaire in the same 
commission with you, the duty of riding up to 
yonder standard, and learning of their chief, called 
the Prince Tancred, if he is there in person, the 
purpose of his return, and the cause of his entering 
into debate with Phraortes and the Lemnos squad¬ 
ron. If they send us any reasonable excuse, we 
shall not be averse to receive it at their hands; 
for we have not made so many sacrifices for the 
preservation of peace, to break forth into war, if, 
after all, so great an evil can be avoided. Thou 
wilt receive, therefore, with a candid and compla¬ 
cent mind, such apologies as they may incline to 
bring forward; and be assured that the sight of this 
puppet-show of a single combat will be enough of 
itself to banish every other consideration from the 
reflection of these giddy Crusaders. ” 
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A knock was at this moment heard at the door 
of the Emperor’s apartment; and upon the word 
being given to enter, the Protospathaire made his 
appearance. He was arrayed in a splendid suit of 
ancient Eoman-fashioned armour. The want of a 
visor left his countenance entirely visible; which, 
pale and anxious as it was, did not well become 
the martial crest and dancing plume with which 
it was decorated. He received the commission 
already mentioned with the less alacrity, because 
the Acolyte was added to him as his colleague; 
for, as the reader may have observed, these two 
officers were of separate factions in the army, and 
on indifferent terms with each other. Neither did 
the Acolyte consider his being united in commis¬ 
sion with the Protospathaire as a mark either of 
the Emperor’s confidence or of his own safety. 
He was, however, in the meantime, in the Blac- 
quernal, where the slaves of the interior made not 
the least hesitation, when ordered, to execute any 
officer of the court. The two generals had, there¬ 
fore, no Other alternative than that which is allowed 
to two greyhounds who are reluctantly coupled 
together. The hope of Achilles Tati us was that 
he might get safely through his mission to Tan- 
cred, after which he thought the successful explo¬ 
sion of the conspiracy might take place and have its 
course, either as a matter desired and countenanced 
by those Latins, or passed over as a thing in which 
they took no interest on either side. 

By the parting order of the Emperor, they were 
to mount on horseback at the sounding of the great 
Varangian trumpet, put themselves at the head of 
those Anglo-Saxon guards in the courtyard of their 
barrack, and await the Emperor’s further orders. 
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There was something in this arrangement which 
pressed hard on the conscience of Achilles Tatius, 
yet he was at a loss to justify his apprehensions to 
himself, unless from a conscious feeling of his own 
guilt. He felt, however, that in being detained, 
under pretence of an honourable mission, at the 
head of the Varangians, he was deprived of the 
liberty of disposing of himself, by which he had 
hoped to communicate with the Csesar and Here- 
ward, whom he reckoned upon as his active accom¬ 
plices, not knowing that the first was at this 
moment a prisoner in the Blacquernal, where 
Alexius had arrested him in the apartments of 
the Emx)ress, and that the second was the most 
important support of Comnenus during the whole 
of that eventful day. 

When the gigantic trumj)et of the Varangian 
Guards sent forth its deep signal through the city, 
the Protospathaire hurried Achilles along with 
him to the rendezvous of the Varangians, and on 
the way said to him, in an easy and indifferent 
tone, “ As the Emperor is in the field in person, 
you, his representative, or Follovrer, will of course 
transmit no orders to the bodyguard, except sucli 
as shall receive their origin from himself, so that 
you will consider your authority as this day 
suspended. ” 

“ I regret, ” said Achilles, “ that there should 
have seemed any cause for such precautions; I had 
hoped my own truth and fidelity — but — I am 
obsequious to his imperial pleasure in all things. ” 
Such are his orders, ” said the other officer, 
" and you know under what penalty obedience is 
enforced. ” 

“ If I did not, ” said Achilles, “ the composition 
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of this body of guards would remind me, since it 
comprehends not only great part of those Varan¬ 
gians who are the immediate defenders of the 
Emperor’s throne, but those slaves of the interior 
who are the executioners of his pleasure. ” 

To this the Protospathaire returned no answer, 
while the more closely the Acolyte looked upon 
the guard which attended, to the unusual number 
of nearly three thousand men, the more had he 
reason to believe that he might esteem himself 
fortunate if, by the intervention of either the 
CtEsar, Agelastes, or Hereward, he could pass to 
the conspirators a signal to suspend the intended 
explosion, which seemed to be provided against 
by the Emperor with unusual caution. He would 
have given the full dream of empire, with which 
he had been for a short time lulled asleep, to have 
seen but a glimpse of the azure plume of Nice- 
phorus, the white mantle of the philosopher, or 
even a glimmer of Hereward’s battle-axe. No 
such objects could be seen anywhere, and not a 
little was the faithless Follower displeased to see 
that, whichever way he turned his eyes, those of 
the Protospathaire, but especially of the trusty 
domestic officers of the empire, seemed to follow 
and watch their occupation. 

Amidst the numerous soldiers whom he saw on 
all sides, his eye did not recognise a single man 
with whom he could exchange a friendly or con¬ 
fidential glance, and he stood in all that agony 
of terror which is rendered the more discomfiting 
because the traitor is conscious that, beset by 
various foes, his own fears are the most likely 
of all to betray him. Internally, as the danger 
seemed to increase, and as his alarmed imagina- 
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tion attempted to discern new reasons for it, he 
could only conclude that either one of the three 
principal conspirators, or at least some of the 
inferiors, had turned informers; and his doubt 
was, whether he should not screen his own share 
of what had been premeditated, by flinging him¬ 
self at the feet of the Emperor, and making a full 
confession. But still the fear of being premature 
in having recourse to such a base means of saving 
himself, joined to the absence of the Emperor, 
united to keep within his lips a secret which 
concerned not only all his future fortunes but 
life itself. He was in the meantime, therefore, 
plunged as it were in a sea of trouble and uncer¬ 
tainty, while the specks of land which seemed to 
promise him refuge were distant, dimly seen, and 
extremely difficult of attainment. 



CHAPTEE XII. 


To-morrow — oh, that’s sudden*! Spare him, spare him; 

He’s not prepared to die. 

SlIAKBPEAKE. 

At the moment when Achilles Tatius, with a feel¬ 
ing of much insecurity, awaited the unwinding of 
the perilous skein of state politics, a private coun¬ 
cil of the imperial family was held in the hall 
termed the Temple of the Muses, repeatedly dis¬ 
tinguished as the apartment in which the Princess 
Anna Comnena was wont to make her evening 
recitations to those who were permitted the honour 
of hearing prelections of her history. The council 
consisted of the Empress Irene, the Princess her¬ 
self, and the Emperor, with the Patriarch of the 
Greek Church, as a sort of mediator between a course 
of severity and a dangerous degree of lenity. 

“ Tell not me, Irene, ” said the Emperor, " of the 
fine things attached to the praise of mercy. Here 
have I sacrificed my just revenge over my rival 
TJrsel, and what good do I obtain by it? Why, 
the old obstinate man, instead of being tractable, 
and sensible of the generosity which has spared 
his life and eyes, can be with difficulty brought to 
exert himself in favour of the Prince to whom he 
owes them. I used to think that eyesight and the 
breath of life were things which one would pre¬ 
serve at any sacrifice; but, on the contrary, I now 
believe men value them like mere toys. Talk not 
to me, therefore, of the gratitude to be excited by 
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saving this ungrateful cub; and believe me, girl,” 
turning to Anna, " that not only will all my sub¬ 
jects, should I follow your advice, laugh at me for 
sparing a man so predetermined to work my ruin, 
but even thou thyself wilt be the first to upbraid 
me with the foolish kindness thou art now so 
anxious to extort from me. ” 

" Your imperial pleasure, then, ” said the Pa¬ 
triarch, “ is fixed that your unfortunate son-in-law 
shall sutler death for his accession to this conspi¬ 
racy, deluded by that heathen villain Agelastes, 
and the traitorous Achilles Tatius ? ” 

" Such is my purpose,” said the Emperor; and 
in evidence that I mean not again to pass over a 
sentence of this kind with a seeming execution 
only, as in the case of Ursel, this ungrateful traitor 
of ours shall be led from the top of the stair¬ 
case, or ladder of Acheron, as it is called, through 
the large chamber named the Hall of Judgment, 
at the upper end of wliich are arranged the appa¬ 
ratus for execution, by which I swear ”- 

" Swear not at all! ” said the Patriarch; “ I for¬ 
bid thee, in the name of that Heaven whose voice 
(though unworthy) speaks in my person, to quench 
the smoking flax, or destroy the slight hope which 
there may remain, that you may finally be per¬ 
suaded to alter your purpose respecting your mis¬ 
guided son-in-law, within the space allotted to 
him to sue for your mercy. Kemember, I pray you, 
the remorse of Constantine. ” 

" What means your reverence ? ” said Irene. 

" A trifle, ” replied the Emperor, “ not worthy 
being quoted from such a mouth as the Patri¬ 
arch’s, being, as it probably is, a relic of pa¬ 
ganism. ” 
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“ What is it ? ” exclaimed the females anxiously, 
in the hope of hearing something which might 
strengthen their side of the argument, and some¬ 
thing moved, perhaps, by curiosity — a motive 
which seldom slumbers in a female bosom, even 
when the stronger passions are in arms. 

" The Patriarch will tell you, ” answered 
Alexius, “ since you must needs know; though, 

I promise you, you will not receive any assistance 
in your argument from a silly legendary tale. ” 

“ Hear it, however, ” said the Patriarch; " for 
though it is a tale of the olden time, and some¬ 
times supposed to refer to the period when heathen¬ 
ism predominated, it is no less true, that it was 
a vow made and registered in the chancery of the 
rightful Deity, by an Emperor of Greece. 

“ What I am now to relate to you, ” continued 
he, " is, in truth, a tale not only of a Christian 
Emperor, but of him who made the whole empire 
Christian; and of that very Constantine who was 
also the first who declared Constantinople to be 
the metropolis of the empire. This hero, remai'k- 
able alike for his zeal for religion and for his war¬ 
like achievements, was crowned by Heaven with 
repeated victory, and with all manner of blessings, 
save that unity in his family which wise men are 
most ambitious to possess. Not only was the 
blessing of concord among brethren denied to the 
family of this triumphant Emperor, but a deserv¬ 
ing son of mature age, who had been supposed to 
aspire to share the throne with his father, was 
^ andi at eaWeSi wpon to enter 

^elenoe against a eapita\ charge of treason. 
You will readily excuse my referring to the arts 
by which the son was rendered guilty in the eyes 
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of the father. Be it enough to say that the unfor¬ 
tunate young man fell a victim to the guilt of his 
stepmother, Fausta, and that he disdained to ex¬ 
culpate himself from a charge so gross and so erro¬ 
neous. It is said, that the anger of the Emperor 
was kept up against his son by the sycophants 
who called upon Constantine to observe that the 
culprit disdained even to supplicate for mercy, or 
vindicate his innocence from so foul a charge. 

“ But the death-blow had no sooner struck the 
innocent youth, than his father obtained proof of 
the rashness with which he had acted. He had 
at this period been engaged in constructing the 
subterranean parts of the Blacquernal Palace, 
which his remorse appointed to contain a record 
of his paternal grief and contrition. At the upper 
part of the staircase, called the Pit of Acheron, he 
caused to be constructed a large chamber, still 
called the Hall of Judgment, for the purpose of 
execution. A passage through an archway in the 
upper wall leads from the hall to the place of 
misery, where the axe, or other engine, is dis¬ 
posed for the execution of state prisoners of conse¬ 
quence. Over this archway was placed a species 
of marble altar, surmounted by an image of the 
unfortunate Crispus — the materials were gold, 
and' it bore the memorable inscription. To my son, 

WHOM I RASHLY CONDEMNED, AND TOO HASTILY 
EXECUTED. When constructing this passage, Con¬ 
stantine made a vow that he himself and his 
posterity, being reigning Emperors, would stand 
beside the statue of Crispus, at the time when any 
individual of their family should be led to execu¬ 
tion, and before they suffered him to pass from the 
Hall of Judgment to the Chamber of Death, that 



172 


COUNT ROBERT OF PARIS. 


they should themselves be personally convinced of 
the truth of the charge under which he suffered. 

“ Time rolled on — the memory of Constantine 
was remembered almost like that of a saint, and 
the respect paid to it threw into shadow the anec¬ 
dote of his son’s death. The exigencies of the 
state rendered it difficult to keep so large a sum in 
specie invested in a statue, which called to mind 
the unpleasant failings of so great a man. Your 
Imperial Highness’s predecessors applied the metal 
which formed the statue to support the Turkish 
wars; and the remorse and penance of Constantine 
died away in an obscure tradition of the Church 
or of the palace. Still, however, unless your 
Imperial Majesty has strong reasons to the con¬ 
trary, I should give it as my opinion, that you will 
hardly achieve what is due to the memory of the 
greatest of your predecessors, unless you give this 
unfortunate criminal, being so near a relation of 
your own, an opportunity of pleading his cause 
before passing by the altar of refuge; being the 
name which is commonly given to the monument 
of the unfortunate Crispus, son of Constantine, 
although now deprived both of the golden letters 
which composed the inscription, and the golden 
image which represented the royal sufferer. ” 

A mournful strain of music was now heard to 
ascend the stair so often mentioned. 

‘‘ If I must hear the Caesar Nicephorus Brien- 
nius, ere he pass the altar of refuge, there must 
be no loss of time, ” said the Emperor; “ for these 
melancholy sounds announce that he has already 
approached the Hall of Judgment. ” 

Both the imperial ladies began instantly, with 
the utmost earnestness, to deprecate the execution 
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of the Caesar’s doom, and to conjure Alexius, as 
he hoped for quiet in his household, and the ever¬ 
lasting gratitude of his wife and daughter, that 
he would listen to their entreaties in behalf of 
an unfortunate man, who had been seduced into 
guilt, but not from his heart. 

“ I will at least see him, ” said the Emperor, 
" and the holy vow of Constantine shall be in the 
present instance strictly observed. But remember, 
you foolish women, that the state of Crispus and 
the present Ciesar is as different as guilt from 
innocence, and that their fates, therefore, may be 
justly decided upon opposite principles, and with 
opposite results. But I will confront this crimi¬ 
nal ; and you. Patriarch, may be present to render 
what help is in your power to a dying man; for 
you, the wife and mother of the traitor, you will, 
methinks, do well to retire to the church, and 
pray God for the soul of the deceased, rather 
than disturb his last moments with unavailing 
lamentations. ” 

“ Alexius, ” said the Empress Irene, " I beseech 
you to be contented; be assured that we will not 
leave you in this dogged humour of blood-shed¬ 
ding, lest you make such materials for history as 
are fitter for the time of Nero than of Constantine. ” 

The Emperor, without reply, led the way into 
the Hall of Judgment, where a much stronger light 
than usual was already shining up the stair of 
Acheron, from which were heard to sound, by 
sullen and intermitted fits, the penitential psalms 
which the Greek Church has appointed to be sung 
at executions. Twenty mute slaves, the pale 
colour of whose turbans gave a ghastly look to 
the withered cast of their features and the glaring 
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whiteness of their eyeballs, ascended two by two, 
as it were from the bowels of the earth, each of 
them bearing in one hand a naked sabre, and in 
the other a lighted torch. After these came the 
unfortunate Nicephorus. His looks were those of 
a man half dead from the terror of immediate dis¬ 
solution, and what ho posse.ssed of remaining atten¬ 
tion was turned successively to two black-stoled 
monks, who were anxiously repeating religious 
passages to him alternately from the Greek scrip¬ 
ture, and the form of devotion adopted by the 
court of Constantinople. The Caesar's dress also 
corresponded to his mournful fortunes: his legs 
and arms were bare, and a simple white tunic, the 
neck of which was already open, showed that he 
had assumed the garments which were to serve his 
last turn. A tall muscular Nubian slave, who 
considered himself obviously as the principal per¬ 
son in the procession, bore on his shoulder a large 
heavy headsman's axe, and, like a demon waiting 
on a sorcerer, stalked step for step after his victim. 
The rear of the procession was closed by a band of 
four priests, each of whom chanted from time to 
time the devotional psalm which was thundered 
forth on the occasion; and another of slaves, 
armed with bows and quivers and with lances, to 
resist any attempt at rescue, if such should be 
offered. 

It would have required a harder heart than that 
of the unlucky Princess to have resisted this 
gloomy apparatus of fear and sorrow, surrounding, 
at the same time directed against, a beloved 
object, the lover of her youth, and the husband 
of her bosom, within a few minutes of the termi¬ 
nation of his mortal career. 



COUNT HOBERT OE PARIS. 175 

As the mournful train approached towards the 
altar of refuge, half encircled as it now was by the 
two great and expanded arms which projected from 
the wall, the Emperor, who stood directly in the 
passage, threw upon the flame of the altar some 
chips of aromatic wood, steeped in spirit of wine, 
which, leaping at once into a blaze, illuminated 
the doleful procession, the figure of the principal 
culprit, and the slaves, who had most of them 
extinguished their flambeaux so soon as they 
had served the purpose of lighting them up the 
staircase. 

The sudden light spread from the altar failed 
not to make the Emperor and the Princesses visible 
to the mournful group which approached through 
the hall. All halted — all were silent. It was a 
meeting, as the Princess has expressed herself in 
her historical work, such as took place betwixt 
Ulysses and the inhabitants of the other world, 
who, when they tasted of the blood of his sacri¬ 
fices, recognised him indeed, but with empty 
lamentations, and gestures feeble and shadowy. 
The hymn of contrition sank also into silence; 
and, of the whole group, the only figure rendered 
more distinct was the gigantic executioner, whose 
high and furrowed forehead, as well as the broad 
steel of his axe, caught and reflected back the 
bright gleam from the altar. Alexius saw the 
necessity of breaking the silence which ensued, 
lest it should give the intercessors for the prisoner 
an opportunity of renewing their entreaties. 

“ Nicephorus Briennius,” he said, with a voice 
which, although generally interrupted by a slight 
hesitation, which procured him, among his ene¬ 
mies, the nickname of the Stutterer, yet, upon 
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important occasions like the present, was so judi¬ 
ciously tuned and balanced in its sentences that 
no such defect was at all visible—“ Nicephorus 
Briennius, ” he said, “ late Csesar, the lawful doom 
hath been spoken, that, having conspired against 
the life of thy rightful sovereign and affectionate 
father, Alexius Comnenus, thou shalt suffer the 
appropriate sentence, by having thy head struck 
from thy body. Here, therefore, at the last altar 
of refuge, I meet thee, according to the vow of the 
immortal Constantine, for the purpose of demand¬ 
ing whether thou hast anything to allege why this 
doom should not be executed ? Even at this 
eleventh hour, thy tongue is unloosed to speak 
with freedom what may concern thy life. All is 
prepared in this world and in the next. Look 
forward beyond yon archway — the block is fixed. 
Look behind thee, thou see*st the axe already 
sharpened — thy place for good or evil in the next 
world is already determined — time flies — eter¬ 
nity approaches. If thou hast aught to say, speak 
it freely — if naught, confess the justice of thy 
sentence, and pass on to death. ” 

The Emperor commenced this oration with those 
looks described by his daughter as so piercing 
that they dazzled like lightning, and his periods, 
if not precisely flowing like burning lava, were 
yet the accents of a man having the power of abso¬ 
lute command, and as such produced an effect not 
only on the criminal but also upon the Prince 
himself, whose watery eyes and faltering voice 
acknowledged his sense and feeling of the fatal 
import of the present moment. 

Bousing himself to the conclusion of what he 
had commenced, the Emperor again demanded 
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whether the prisoner had anything to say in his 
own defence. 

Nicephorus was not one of those hardened cri¬ 
minals who may be termed the very prodigies 
of history, from the coolness with which they 
contemplated the consummation of their crimes, 
whether in their own punishment or the misfor¬ 
tunes of others. “ I have been tempted, ” he said, 
dropping on his knees, “ and I have fallen. I 
have nothing to allege in excuse of my folly and 
ingratitude; but I stand prepared to die to expiate 
my guilt. ” A deep sigh, almost amounting to a 
scream, was here heard, close behind the Emperor, 
and its cause assigned by the sudden exclamation 
of Irene, — My lord! my lord! your daughter is 
gone! ” And in fact Anna Comnena had sunk into 
her mother’s arms without either sense or motion. 
The father’s attention was instantly called to 
support his swooning child, while the unhappy 
husband strove with the guards to be permitted to 
go to the assistance of his wife. “ Give me but five 
minutes of that time which the law has abridged 
— let my efforts but assist in recalling her to a 
life which should be as long as her virtues and her 
talents deserve; and then let me die at her feet, 
for I care not to go an inch beyond. ” 

The Emperor, who in fact had been more asto¬ 
nished at the boldness and rashness of Nicephorus 
than alarmed by his power, considered him as 
a man rather misled than misleading others, and 
felt, therefore, the full effect of this last in¬ 
terview. He was, besides, not naturally cruel, 
where severities were to be enforced under his 
own eye. 

" The divine and immortal Constantine, ” he 
VOL. II. —12 
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said, “ did not, I am persuaded, subject his de¬ 
scendants to this severe trial, in order further to 
search out the innocence of the criminals, but 
rather to give to those who came after him an 
opportunity of generously forgiving a crime which 
could not, without pardon, the express pardon of 
the Prince, escape without punishment. I rejoice 
that I am born of the willow rather than of the 
oak, and I acknowledge my weakness, that not 
even the safety of my own life, or resentment of 
this unhappy man's treasonable machinations, 
have the same effect with me as the tears of my 
wife and the swooning of my daughter. Rise up, 
Nicephorus Briennius, freely pardoned, and restored 
even to the rank of Csesar. We will direct thy 
pardon to be made out by the great Logothete, and 
sealed with the golden bull. For four-and-twenty 
hours thou art a prisoner, until an arrangement 
is made for preserving the public peace. Mean¬ 
while, thou wilt remain under the charge of the 
Patriarch, who will be answerable for thy forth¬ 
coming. — Daughter and wife, you must now go 
hence to your own apartment; a future time will 
come, during which you may have enough of 
weeping and embracing, mourning and rejoicing. 
Pray Heaven that I, who, having been trained on 
till I have sacrificed justice and true policy to 
uxorious compassion and paternal tenderness of 
heart, may not have cause at last for grieving in 
good earnest for all the events of this miscella¬ 
neous drama. ” 

The pardoned Caesar, who endeavoured to regu¬ 
late his ideas according to this unexpected change, 
found it as difficult to reconcile himself to the 
reality of his situation as Ursel to the face of 
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nature, after having been long deprived of en¬ 
joying it; so much do the dizziness and confusion 
of ideas, occasioned by moral and physical causes 
of surprise and terror, resemble each other in their 
effects on the understanding. 

At length he stammered forth a request that 
he might be permitted to go to the field with the 
Emperor, and divert, by the interposition of his 
own body, the traitorous blows which some despe¬ 
rate man might aim against that of his Prince, in 
a day which was too likely to be one of danger 
and bloodshed. 

“ Hold there! ” said Alexius Comnenus. " We 
will not begin thy newly redeemed life by renewed 
doubts of thine allegiance; yet it is but fitting to 
remind thee, that thou art still the nominal and 
ostensible head of those who expect to take a part 
in this day’s insurrection, and it will be the safest 
course to trust its pacification to others than to 
thee. Go, sir, compare notes with the Patriarch, 
and merit your pardon by confessing to him any 
traitorous intentions concerning this foul conspi¬ 
racy with which we may be as yet unacquainted. 
— Daughter and wife, farewell! I must now de¬ 
part for the lists, where I have to speak with the 
traitor Achilles Tatius and the heathenish infidel 
Agelastes, if he still lives, but of whose providen¬ 
tial death I hear a confirmed rumour.” 

" Yet do not go, my dearest father! ” said the 
Princess; but let me rather go to encourage the 
loyal subjects in your behalf. The extreme kind¬ 
ness which you have extended towards my guilty 
husband convinces me of the extent of your affec¬ 
tion towards your unworthy daughter, and the 
greatness of the sacrifice which you have made 
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to her almost childish affection for an ungrateful 
man, who put your life in danger. ” 

“That is to say, daughter,” said the Emperor, 
smiling, “ that the pardon of your husband is a 
boon which has lost its merit when it is granted ? 
Take my advice, Anna, and think otherwise; 
wives and their husbands ought in prudence to 
forget their offences towards each other as soon 
as human nature will permit them. Life is too 
short, and conjugal tranquillity too uncertain, to 
admit of (iwelling long upon such irritating sub¬ 
jects,^ To your apartments, Princesses, and pre- 
pare the scarlet buskins and the embroidery which 
is displayed on the cuffs and collars of the Caesar's 
robe, indicative of his high rank. He must not 
be seen without them on the morrow. — Reverend 
father, I remind you once more that the Csesar is 
in your personal custody from this moment until 
to-morrow at the same hour. ” 

They parted; the Emperor repairing to put him¬ 
self at the head of his Varangian Guards — the 
Caesar, under the superintendence of the Patriarch, 
withdrawing into the interior of the Blacquernal 
Palace, where Nicephorus Briennius was under 
the necessity of “ unthreading the rude eye of 
rebellion,” and throwing such lights as were in 
his power upon the progress of the conspiracy. 

“Agelastes,” he said, “Achilles Tatius, and 
Here ward the Varangian were the persons princi¬ 
pally intrusted in its progress. But whether they 
had been all*true to their engagements, he did not 
pretend to be assured.” 

In the female apartments there was a violent 
discussion betwixt Anna Comnena and her mother. 
The Princess had undergone during the day many 
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changes of sentiment and feeling; and though 
they had finally united themselves into one strong 
interest in her husband's favour, yet no sooner 
was the fear of his punishment removed, than the 
sense of his ungrateful behaviour began to revive. 
She became sensible also that a woman of her 
extraordinary attainments, who had been by a 
universal course of flattery disposed to entertain 
a very high opinion of her own consequence, made 
rather a poor figure when she had been the passive 
subject of a long series of intrigues, by which she 
was destined to be disposed of in one way or the 
other, according to the humour of a set of subordi¬ 
nate conspirators, who never so much as dreamed 
of regarding her as a being capable of forming a 
wish in her own behalf, or even yielding or re¬ 
fusing a consent. Her father's authority over her, 
and right to dispose of her, was less questionable; 
but even then it was something derogatory to the 
dignity of a Princess born in the purple — an 
authoress besides, and giver of immortality — to 
be, without her own consent, thrown, as it were, 
at the head now of one suitor, now of another, 
however mean or disgusting, whose alliance could 
for the time benefit the Emperor. The conse¬ 
quence of these moody reflections was, that Anna 
Comnena deeply toiled in spirit for the discovery 
of some means by which she might assert her 
sullied dignity, and various were the expedients 
which she revolved. 



CHAPTER XIII. 


But now the haucl of fate is on the curtain, 

And brings tlie scene to light. 

Don Sebastian. 


The gigantic trumpet of the Varangians sounded 
its loudest note of march, and the squadrons of 
the faithful guards, sheathed i,n complete mail, 
and enclosing in their centre the person of their 
imperial master, set forth upon their procession 
through the streets of Constantinople. The form 
of Alexius, glittering in his splendid armour, 
seemed no unmeet central point for the force of 
an empire; and while the citizens crowded in the 
train of him and his escort, there might he seen 
a visible difference between those who came with 
the premeditated intention of tumult, and the 
greater part, who, like the multitude of every 
great city, thrust each other, and shout for rapture 
on account of any cause for which a crowd may be 
collected together. The hope of the conspirators 
was lodged chiefly in the Immortal Guards, who 
were levied principally for the defence of Constan¬ 
tinople, partook of the general prejudices of the 
citizens, and had been particularly influenced by 
those in favour of Ursel, by whom, previous to his 
imprisonment, they had themselves been com¬ 
manded. The conspirators had determined that 
those of this body who were considered as most 
discontented should early in the morning take 
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possession of the posts in the lists most favourable 
for their purpose of assaulting the Emperor’s per¬ 
son. But, in spite of all efforts short of actual 
violence, for which the time did not seem to be 
come, they found themselves disappointed in this 
purpose, by parties of the Varangian Guards, 
planted with apparent carelessness, but, in fact, 
with perfect skill, for the jnevention of their 
enterprise. Somewhat confounded at perceiving 
that a design, which they could not suppose to be 
suspected, was, nevertheless, on every part con¬ 
trolled and counter-checked, the conspirators began 
to look for the principal persons of their own 
party, on whom they depended for orders in this 
emergency; but neither the Cnesar nor Agelastes 
was to be seen, whether in the lists or on the 
military march from Constantinople; and though 
Achilles Tatius rode in the latter assembly, yet 
it might be clearly observed that he was rather 
attending upon the Protospathaire, than assuming 
that independence as an officer which he loved to 
affect. 

In this manner, as the Emperor with his glit¬ 
tering bands approached the phalanx of Tancred 
and his followers, who were drawn up, it will be 
remembered, upon a rising cape between the city 
and the lists, the main body of the imperial pro¬ 
cession deflected in some degree from the straight 
road, in order to march past them without inter¬ 
ruption ; while the Protospathaire and the Acolyte 
passed under the escort of a band of Varangians, 
to bear the Emperor’s inquiries to Prince Tancred, 
concerning the purpose of his being there with his 
band. The short march was soon performed — 
the large trumpet which attended the two officers 



184 COUNT ROBERT OF PARIS. 

sounded a parley, and Tancred himself, remarkable 
for that personal beauty which Tasso has preferred 
to any of the Crusaders, except Rinaldo d’Este, 
the creature of his own poetical imagination, 
advanced to parley with them. 

“The Emperor of Greece,” said the Protospa- 
thaire to Tancred, “ requires the Prince of Otranto 
to show, by the two high officers who shall deliver 
him this message, with what purpose he has re¬ 
turned, contrary to his oath, to the right side of 
these straits; assuring Prince Tancred, at the 
same time, that nothing will so much please the 
Emperor as to receive an answer not at variance 
with hi.q^ en ty witli the Duke of Bouillon, and 
t he oath which was taken b y thp. Cr usading nnhlpp 
a nd their soldiers: ^i nce that would enable the 
Emperor, in conformity to his own wishes, by his 
kind reception of Prince Tancred and his troop, to 
show how high is his estimation of the dignity of 
the one, and the bravery of both. — We wait an 
answer. ” 

The tone of the message had nothing in it very 
alarming, and its substance cost Prince Tancred 
very little trouble to answer. “ The cause, ” he 
said, “ of the Prince nfJ Qt ranfe o- a ppearing here with 
fifty lances is this cartel, in which a combat is 
appointed betwixt Nicephorus Brienniiis. cal led 
the Caesar.^ high member of this empire, and a 
worthy knight of great fame, the p^irtner of the 
pilgrims who have taken the Cross, in their high 
vow to rescue Palestine from the infidels. The 
name of the said knight is the redoubted Robert 
of Paris. It becomes, therefore, an obligation, 
indispensable upon the holy pilgrims of the Cru¬ 
sade, to send one chief of their number, with a 
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body of men-at-arms, sufficient to see, as is usual, 
fair play between the combatants. That such is 
their intention may be seen from their sending no 
more than fifty lances, with their furniture and 
following; whereas it would have cost them no 
trouble to have detached ten times the number, 
had they nourished any purpose of interfering by 
force, or disturbing the fair combat which is about 
to take place. The Prince of Otranto, therefore, 
and his followers, will place themselves at the 
disposal of the Imperial Court, and witness the 
proceedings of the combat, with the most perfect 
confidence that the rules of fair battle will be 
punctually observed. ” 

The two Grecian officers transmitted this reply 
to the Emperor, who heard it with pleasure, and, 
immediately proceeding to act upon the principle 
which he had laid down, of maintaining peace, 
if possible, with the Crusaders, named Prince 
T ancred with the Protospathaire as Eield Marshals 
of The lists, fully empowered, under the Emperor, 
to decide all the terms of the combat, and to have 
recourse to Alexius himself where their opinions 
disagreed. This was made known to the assis¬ 
tants, who were thus prepared for the entry into 
the lists of the Grecian officer and the Italian 
prince in full armour, while a proclamation an¬ 
nounced to all the spectators their solemn office. 
The same annunciation commanded the assistants 
of every kind to clear a convenient part of the 
seats which surrounded the lists on one side, that 
it might serve for the accommodation of Prince 
Tancred’s followers. 

Achilles Tatius, who was a heedful observer of 
all these passages, saw with alarm that by the 
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last collocation the armed Latins were interposed 
between the Immortal Guards and the discontented 
citizens, which made it most probable that the 
conspiracy was discovered, and that Alexius found 
he had a good right to reckon upon the assistance 
of Tancred and his forces in the task of suppressing 
it. This, added to the cold and caustic manner 
in which the Emperor communicated his commands 
to him, made the Acolyte of opinion that his 
best chance of escape from the danger in which he 
was now placed was that the whole conspiracy 
should fall to the ground, and that the day should 
pass without the least attempt to shake the throne 
of Alexius Comnenus. Even then it continued 
highly doubtful whether a despot so wily and so 
suspicious as the Emperor would think it sufficient 
to rest satisfied with the private knowledge of the 
undertaking, and its failure, with which he ap¬ 
peared to be possessed, without putting into exer¬ 
cise the bow-strings and the blinding-irons of the 
mutes of the interior. There was, however, little 
possibility either of flight or of resistance. The 
least attempt to withdraw himself from the neigh¬ 
bourhood of those faithful followers of the Em¬ 
peror, personal foes of his own, by whom he was 
gradually and more closely surrounded, became 
each moment more perilous, and more certain to 
provoke a rupture which it was the interest of the 
weaker party to delay, with whatever difficulty. 
And while the soldiers under Achilles's immediate 
authority seemed still to treat him as their supe¬ 
rior officer, and appeal to him for the word of 
command, it became more and more evident that 
the slightest degree of suspicion which should be 
excited would be the instant signal for his being 
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placed under arrest. With a trembling heart, 
therefore, and eyes dimmed by the powerful idea 
of soon parting with the light of day, and all that 
it made visible, the Acolyte saw himself con¬ 
demned to watch the turn of circumstances, over 
which he could have no influence, and to content 
himself with waiting the result of a drama in 
which his own life was concerned, although the 
piece was played by others. Indeed, it seemed 
as if through the whole assembly some signal 
was waited for, which no one was in readiness to 
give. 

The discontented citizens and soldiers looked 
in vain for Agelastes and the Cuesar; and when 
they observed the condition of Achilles Tatius, 
it seemed such as rather to express doubt and 
consternation, than to give encouragement to the 
hopes they had entertained. Many of the lower 
classes, however, felt too secure in their own in¬ 
significance to fear the personal consequences of 
a tumult, and were desirous, therefore, to provoke 
the disturbance, which seemed hushing itself to 
sleep. 

A hoarse murmur, which attained almost the 
importance of a shout, exclaimed,—‘‘Justice, 
justice! — Ursel, Ursel! — The rights of the Im¬ 
mortal Guards! ” &c. At this the trumpet of the 
Varangians awoke, and its tremendous tones were 
heard to peal loudly over the whole assembly, as 
the voice of its presiding deity. A dead silence 
prevailed in the multitude, and the voice of a 
herald announced, in the name of Alexius Com- 
nenus, his sovereign will and pleasure. 

“ Citizens of the Roman Empire, your com¬ 
plaints, i^tirred up by factious men, have reached 
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the ear of your Emperor; you shall yourselves be 
witness to his power of gratifying his people. At 
yoiir request, and before your own sight, the visual 
ray which hath been quenched shall be reillumined 
— the mind whose efforts were restricted to the 
imperfect supply of individual wants shall be 
again extended, if such is the owner’s will, to the 
charge of an ample theme, or division of the 
empire. Political jealousy, more hard to receive 
conviction than the blind to receive sight, shall 
yield itself conquered, by the Emperor’s paternal 
love of his people, and his desire to give them 
satisfaction. Ursel, the darling of your wishes, 
supposed to be long dead, or at least believed to 
exist in blinded seclusion, is restored to you well in 
health, clear in eyesight, and possessed of every 
faculty necessary to adorn the Emperor’s favour, 
or merit the affection of the people. ” 

As the herald thus spoke, a figure, which had 
hitherto stood shrouded behind some officers of the 
interior, now stepped forth, and flinging from him 
a dusky veil, in which he was wrapped, appeared 
in a dazzling scarlet garment, of which the sleeves 
and buskins displayed those ornaments which 
expressed a rank nearly adjacent to that of the 
Emperor himself. He held in his hand a silver 
truncheon, the badge of delegated command over 
the Immortal Guards, and, kneeling before the 
Emperor, presented it to his hands, intimating 
a virtual resignation of the command which it 
implied. The whole assembly were electrified at 
the appearance of a person long supposed either 
dead, or by cruel means rendered incapable of 
public trust. Some recognised the man, whose 
appearance and features were not easily forgot, and 
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gratulated him upon his most unexpected return to 
the service of his country. Others stood suspended 
in amazement, not knowing whether to trust their 
eyes, while a few determined malcontents eagerly 
pressed upon the assembly an allegation that the 
person presented as Ursel was only a counterfeit, 
and the whole a trick of the Emperor. 

“ Speak to them, noble Ursel! ” said the Em¬ 
peror. “ Tell them, that if I have sinned against 
thee, it has been because I was deceived, and that 
my disposition to make thee amends is as ample 
as ever was my purpose of doing thee wrong.” 

“Friends and countrymen,” said Ursel, turning 
himself to the assembly, “ his Imperial Majesty 
permits me to offer my assurance, that if in any 
former part of my life I have suffered at his hand, 
it is more than wiped out by the feelings of a 
moment so glorious as this; and that I am well 
satisfied, from the present instant, to spend what 
remains of my life in the service of the most gene¬ 
rous and beneficent of sovereigns, or, with his per¬ 
mission, to bestow it in preparing, by devotional 
exercises, for an infinite immortality to be spent 
in the society of saints and angels. Whichever 
choice I shall make, I reckon that you, my beloved 
countrymen, who have remembered me so kindly 
during years of darkness and captivity, will not 
fail to afford me the advantage of your prayers. ” 

This sudden apparition of the long-lost Ursel 
had too much of that which elevates and surprises 
not to captivate the multitude, and they sealed 
their reconciliation with three tremendous shouts, 
which are said so to have shaken the air, that 
birds, ipcapable of sustaining themselves, sank 
down exhausted out of their native element. 



CHAPTEE XIV. 

“ What, leave the combat out! ” exclaimed the knight. — 

** Yca! or we must renounce the Stagyrite. 

So large a crowd the stage will ne’er contain.” — 

“ Then build a uew, or act it ou a plain.” 

Pope. 

The sounds of the gratulating shout had expanded 
over the distant shores of the Bosphorus by moun¬ 
tain and forest, and died at length in the farthest 
echoes, when the people, in the silence which en¬ 
sued, appeared to ask each other what next scene 
was about to adorn a pause so solemn and a stage 
so august. The pause would probably have soon 
given place to some new clamour, for a multitude, 
from whatever cause assembled, seldom remains 
long silent, had not a new signal from the Varan¬ 
gian trumpet given notice of a fresh purpose to 
solicit their attention. The blast had something 
in its tone spirit-stirring and yet melancholy, par¬ 
taking both of the character of a point of war and 
of the doleful sounds which might be chosen to 
announce an execution of peculiar solemnity. Its 
notes were high and widely extended, and pro¬ 
longed and long dwelt upon, as if the brazen 
clamour had been waked by something more tre¬ 
mendous than the lungs of mere mortals. 

The multitude appeared to acknowledge these 
awful sounds, which were indeed such as habi¬ 
tually solicited their attention to imperial edicts 
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of melancholy import, by which rebellions were 
announced, dooms of treason discharged, and other 
tidings of a great and affecting import intimated 
to the people of Constantinople. When the trum¬ 
pet had in its turn ceased, with its thrilling and 
doleful notes, to agitate the immense assembly, 
the voice of the herald again addressed them. 

It announced in a grave and affecting strain, 
that it sometimes chanced how the people failed 
in their duty to a sovereign, who was unto them 
as a father, and how it became the painful duty of 
the prince to use the rod of correction rather than 
the olive sceptre of mercy. 

“ Fortunate,” continued the herald, “ it is, when 
the supreme Deity, having taken on Himself the 
preservation of a throne, in beneficence and justice 
resembling His own, has also assumed the most 
painful task of His earthly delegate, by punishing 
those whom His unerring judgment acknowledges 
as most guilty, and leaving to His substitute the 
more agreeable task of pardoning such of those as 
art has misled, and treachery hath involved in 
its snares. 

“ Such being the case, Greece and its accom¬ 
panying themes are called upon to listen and learn 
that a villain, named Agelastes, who had insi¬ 
nuated himself into the favour of the Emperor, by 
affectation of deep knowledge and severe virtue, 
had formed a treacherous plan for the murder of 
the Emperor Alexius Comnenus, and a revolution 
in the state. This person, who, under pretended 
wisdom, hid the doctrines of a heretic and the 
vices of a sensualist, had found proselytes to his 
doctrines even among the Emperor \s household, 
and those persons who were most bound to him, 
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and down to the lower order, to excite the last of 
whom were dispersed a multitude of forged rumours, 
similar to those concerning Ursers death and 
blindness, of which your own eyes have witnessed 
the falsehood. ” 

The people, who had hitherto listened in silence, 
upon this appeal broke forth in a clamorous assent. 
They had scarcely been again silent, ere the iron¬ 
voiced herald continued his proclamation. 

"Not Korah, Dathan, and Abiram,” he said, 

" had more justly, or more directly, fallen under 
the doom of an offended Deity, than this villain, 
Agelastes. The steadfast earth gaped to devour 
the apostate sons of Israel, but the termination of 
this wretched man's existence has been, as far as 
can now be known, by the direct means of an evil 
spirit, whom his own arts had evoked into the 
upper air. By the spirit, as would appear by the 
testimony of a noble lady, and other females, who 
witnessed the termination of his life, Agelastes 
was strangled, a fate well becoming his odious 
crimes. Such a death, even of a guilty man, 
must, indeed, be most painful to the humane feel¬ 
ings of the Emperor, because it involves suffering 
beyond this world. But the awful catastrophe 
carries with it this comfort, that it absolves the 
Emperor from the necessity of carrying any further 
a vengeance which Heaven itself seems to have 
limited to the exemplary punishment of the prin¬ 
cipal conspirator. Some changes of offices and 
situations shall be made, for the sake of safety 
and good order; but the secret, who had or who 
had not, been concerned in this awful crime, shall 
sleep in the bosoms of the persons themselves 
implicated, since the Emperor is determined to 
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dismiss their offence from his memory, as the effect 
of a transient delusion. Let all, therefore, who now 
hear me, whatever consciousness they may possess 
of a knowledge of what was this day intended, 
return to their houses, assured that their own 
thoughts will be their only punishment. Let 
them rejoice that Almighty goodness has saved 
them from the meditations of their own hearts, 
and, according to the affecting language of Scrip¬ 
ture, — 'Let them repent and sin no more, lest a 
worse thing befall them. ’ ” 

The voice of the herald then ceased, and was 
again answered by the shouts of the audience. 
These were unanimous; for circumstances contri¬ 
buted to convince the malcontent party that they 
stood at the Sovereign’s mercy, and the edict that 
they heard having shown his acquaintance with 
their guilt, it lay at his pleasure to let loose upon 
them the strength of the Varangians, while, from 
the terms on which it had pleased him to receive 
Tancred, it was probable that the Apuleian forces 
were also at his disposal. 

The voices, therefore, of the bulky Stephanos, 
of Harpax the centurion, and other rebels, both of 
the camp and city, were the first to thunder forth 
their gratitude for the clemency of the Emperor, 
and their thanks to Heaven for his preservation. 

The audience, reconciled to the thoughts of the 
discovered and frustrated conspiracy, began mean¬ 
time, according to their custom, to turn themselves 
to the consideration of the matter which had more 
avowedly called them together, and private whis¬ 
pers, swelling by degrees into murmurs, began to 
express the dissatisfaction of the citizens at being 
thus long assembled, without receiving any com- 
you 11. —13 
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munication respecting the announced purpose of 
their meeting. 

Alexius was not slow to perceive the tendency 
of their thoughts; and, on a signal from his hand, 
the trumpets blew a point of war, in sounds far 
more lively than those which had prefaced the 
imperial edict. “ Robert Count of Paris, ” then 
said a herald, “ art thou here in thy place, or by 
knightly proxy, to answer the challenge brought 
against thee by his Imperial Highness Nicephorus 
Briennius, Caesar of this empire ? ” 

The Emperor conceived himself to have equally 
provided against the actual appearance at this call 
of either of the parties named, and had prepared 
an exhibition of another kind — namely, certain 
cages, tenanted by wild animals, which, being 
now loosened, should do their pleasure with each 
other in the eyes of the assembly. His astonish¬ 
ment and confusion, therefore, were great, when, 
as the last note of the proclamation died in the 
echo. Count Robert of Paris stood forth, armed 
ca'p-a-pie, his mailed charger led behind him from 
within the curtained enclosure, at one end of the 
lists, as if ready to mount at the signal of the 
marshal. 

The alarm and the shame that were visible in 
every countenance near the imperial presence, 
when no Csesar came forth in like fashion to con¬ 
front the formidable Frank, were not of long dura¬ 
tion. Hardly had the style and title of the Count 
of Paris been duly announced by the heralds, and 
their second summons of his antagonist uttered in 
due form, when a person, dressed like one of the 
Varangian Guards, sprang into the lists, and an¬ 
nounced himself as ready to do battle in the name 
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and place of the Caesar Nicephorus Briennius, and 
for the honour of the empire. 

Alexius, with the utmost joy, beheld this un¬ 
expected assistance, and readily gave his consent 
to the bold soldier who stood thus forward in the 
hour of utmost need, to take upon himself the dan¬ 
gerous office of champion. He the more readily 
acquiesced, as, from the size and appearance of the 
soldier, and the gallant bearing he displayed, he 
had no doubt of his individual person, and fully 
confided in his valour. But Prince Tancred inter¬ 
posed his opposition. 

" The lists,” he said, “ were only open to knights 
and nobles; or, at any rate, men were not per¬ 
mitted to meet therein who were not of some 
e quality of birth and blo ofl ; nnr p.nnlrl KfiJCAmnin 
a silent wit ness where the laws of chivalry w^re- 
in such respects foxgiittenT” 

'—MEietr"Count Robert of Paris,” said the Varan¬ 
gian, “ look upon my countenance, and say whether 
he has not, by promise, removed all objection to 
our contest which might be founded upon an in¬ 
equality of condition, and let him be judge him¬ 
self, whether, by meeting me in this field, he will 
do more than comply with a compact which he has 
long since become bound by. ” 

Count Robert, upon this appeal, advanced and 
acknowledged, without further debate, that, not¬ 
withstanding their difference of rank, he held 
himself bound by his solemn word to give this 
valiant soldier a meeting in the field. That he 
regretted, on account of this gallant man’s eminent 
virtues, and the high services he had received at 
his hands, that they should now stand upon terms 
of such bloody arbitration; but, since nothing was 
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more common than that the fate of war called on 
friends to meet each other in mortal combat, he 
would not shrink from the engagement he had 
pledged himself to; nor did he think his quality 
in the slightest degree infringed or diminished, by 
meeting in battle a warrior so well known and of 
such good account as Here ward, the brave Varan¬ 
gian. He added, that " he willingly admitted 
that the combat should take place on foot, and 
with the battle-axe, which was the ordinary 
weapon of the Varangian Guard. ” 

Hereward had stood still, almost like a statue, 
while this discourse passed; but wlien the Count 
of Paris had made this speech, he inclined him¬ 
self towards him with a graceful obeisance, and 
expressed himself honoured and gratified by the 
manly manner in which the Count acquitted him¬ 
self, according to his promise, with complete 
honour and fidelity. 

What we are to do, ” said Count Robert with a 
sigh of regret, which even his love of battle could 
not prevent, " let us do quickly; the heart may be 
affected, but the hand must do its duty. ” 

Hereward assented, with the additional remark, 
“ Let us then lose no more time, which is alre§<dy 
flying fast. ” And, grasping his axe, he stood pre¬ 
pared for combat. 

“ I also am ready, ” said Count Robert of Paris, 
taking the same weapon from a Varangian soldier, 
who stood by the lists. Both were immediately 
upon the alert, .nor did further forms or circum¬ 
stances put off the intended duel. 

The first blows were given and parried with 
great caution, and Prince Tancred and others 
thought that on the part of Count Robert the cau- 
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tion was much greater than usual; but, in combat 
as in food, the appetite increases with the exer¬ 
cise. The fiercer passions began, as usual, to 
awaken with the clash of arms and the sense of 
deadly blows, some of which were made with great 
fury on either side, and parried with considerable 
difficulty, and not so completely but what blood 
flowed on both their parts. The Greeks looked 
with astonishment on a single combat, such as 
they had seldom witnessed, and held their breath 
as they beheld the furious blows dealt by either 
warrior, and expected with each stroke the anni¬ 
hilation of one or other of the combatants. As 
yet their strength and agility seemed somewhat 
equally matched, although those who judged with 
more pretension to knowledge were of opinion that 
Count Robert spared putting forth some part of the 
military skill for which he was celebrated; and 
the remark was generally made and allowed, that 
he had surrendered a great advantage by not in¬ 
sisting upon his right to fight upon horseback. 
On the other hand, it was the general opinion that 
the gallant Varangian omitted to take advantage 
of one or two opportunities afforded him by the 
heat of Count Robert's temper, who obviously was 
incensed at the duration of the combat. 

Accident at length seemed about to decide what 
had been hitherto an equal contest. Count Robert, 
making a feint on one side of his antagonist, 
struck him on the other, which was uncovered, 
with the edge of his weapon, so that the Varan¬ 
gian reeled, and seemed in the act of falling to the 
earth. The usual sound made by spectators at the 
sight of any painful or unpleasant circumstance, 
by drawing the breath between the teeth, was sud- 
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denly heard to pass through the assembly, while a 
female voice loud and eagerly exclaimed, — " Count 
Robert of Paris! forget not this day that thou 
owest a life to Heaven and me. ” The Count was 
in the act of again seconding his blow, with what 
effect could hardly be judged, when this cry reached 
his ears, and apparently took away his disposition 
for further combat. 

" I acknowledge the debt, ” he said, sinking his 
battle-axe, and retreating two steps from his an¬ 
tagonist, who stood in astonishment, scarcely 
recovered from the stunning effect of the blow by 
which he was so nearly prostrated. He sank the 
blade of his battle-axe in imitation of his anta¬ 
gonist, and seemed to wait in suspense what was 
to be the next process of the combat. “ I acknow¬ 
ledge my debt, ” said the valiant Count of Paris, 
“ alike to Bertha of Britain and to the Almighty, 
who has preserved me from the crime of ungrateful 
blood-guiltiness. — You have seen the fight, gen¬ 
tlemen, ” turning to Tancred and his chivalry, 
“ and can testify, on your honour, that it has been 
maintained fairly on both sides, and without 
advantage on either. I presume my honourable 
antagonist has by this time satisfied the desire 
which brought me under his challenge, and which 
certainly had no taste in it of personal or private 
quarrel. On my part, I retain towards him such 
a sense of personal obligation as would render my 
continuing this combat, unless compelled to it by 
self-defence, a shameful and sinful action. ” 

Alexius gladly embraced the terms of truce, 
which he was far from expecting, and threw down 
his warder, in signal that the duel was ended. 
Tancred, though someiJi^at surprised, and perhaps 
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even scandalised, that a private soldier of the 
Emperor's guard should have so long resisted the 
utmost efforts of so approved a knight, could not 
but own that the combat had been fought with 
perfect fairness and equality, and decided upon 
terms dishonourable to neither party. The Count's 
character being well known and established amongst 
the Crusaders, they were compelled to believe that 
some motive of a most potent nature formed the 
principle upon which, very contrary to his general 
practice, he had proposed a cessation of the combat 
before it was brought to a deadly, or at least to a 
decisive, conclusion. The edict of the Emperor 
upon the occasion, therefore, passed into a law, 
acknowledged by the assent of the chiefs present, 
and especially affirmed and gratulated by the 
shouts of the assembled spectators. 

But perhaps the most interesting figure in the 
assembly was that of the bold Varangian, arrived 
so suddenly at a promotion of military renown, 
which the extreme difficulty he had experienced 
in keeping his ground against Count Robert had 
prevented him from anticipating, although his 
modesty had not diminished the indomitable cou¬ 
rage with which he maintained the contest. He 
stood in the middle of the lists, his face ruddy 
with the exertion of the combat, and not less so 
from the modest consciousness proper to the plain¬ 
ness and simplicity of his character, which was 
disconcerted by finding himself the central point 
of the gaze of the multitude. 

“ Speak to me, my soldier, ” said Alexius, 
strongly affected by the gratitude which he felt 
was due to Hereward upon so singular an occa¬ 
sion — " speak to thine ^peror as his superior. 
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for such thou art at this moment, and tell him if 
there is any manner, even at the expense of half 
his kingdom, to atone for his own life saved, 
and, what is yet dearer, for the honour of his 
country, which thou hast so manfully defended 
and preserved ? ” 

“ My lord, ” answered Hereward, " your Imperial 
Highness values my poor services over highly, and 
ought to attribute them to the noble Count of 
Paris — first, for his condescending to accept of 
an antagonist so mean in quality as myself; and 
next, in generously relinquishing victory when he 
might have achieved it by an additional blow; for 
I here confess before your Majesty, my brethren, 
and the assembled Grecians, that my power of pro¬ 
tracting the combat was ended, when the gallant 
Count, by his generosity, put a stop to it. ” 

‘‘ Do not thyself that wrong, brave man, ” said 
Count Robert; for I vow to Our Lady of the 
Broken Lances that the combat was yet within the 
undetermined doom of Providence, when the pres¬ 
sure of my own feelings rendered me incapable 
of continuing it, to the necessary harm, perhaps 
to the mortal damage, of an antagonist to whom 
I owe so much kindness. Choose, therefore, the 
recompense which the generosity of thy Emperor 
ofifers in a manner so just and grateful, and fear 
not lest mortal voice pronounces that reward un¬ 
merited which Robert of Paris shall avouch with 
his sword to have been gallantly won upon his 
own crest.” 

“ You are too great, my lord, and too noble, ” 
answered the Anglo-Saxon, “ to be gainsaid by 
such as I am, and I must not awaken new strife 
between us by contesting the circumstances under 
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which our combat so suddenly closed, nor would 
it be wise or prudent in me further to contradict 
you. My noble Emperor generously offers me the 
right of naming what he calls my recompense; but 
let not his generosity be dispraised, although it is 
from you, my lord, and not from his Imperial 
Highness, that I am to ask a boon, to me the 
dearest to which my voice can give utterance. ” 

“ And that, ” said the Count, “ has reference to 
Bertha, the faithful attendant of my wife ? ” 

“ Even so, ” said Hereward. “ It is my proposal 
to request my d jjcharge from the Varangian Guard. 
an d permissionto share In your lord^iip^s pious 
ancTnono iirable v ow for the recovery of Palestine^ 
with liberty to fight under your honou red banner, 
and permission fro m time to time to recommends 
my love suit ^o B ^ha. the attendan t nf tbft Doun- 
tess of Paris^^nd the hope that it may find favour 
in the 6yesof her noble lord and lady. I may thus 
finally hope to be restored to a country which I have 
never ceased to love over the rest of the world. ” 
“Thy service, noble soldier,” said the Count, 

“ shall be as acceptable to me as that of a born 
earl; nor is there an opportunity of acquiring 
honour which I can shape for thee, to which, as 
it occurs, I will not gladly prefer thee. I will 
not boast of what interest I have with the King of 
England, but something I can do with him, and 
it shall be strained to the uttermost to settle thee 
in thine own beloved native country. ” 

The Emperor then spoke. “ Bear witness, heaven 
and earth, and you my faithful subjects, and you 
my gallant allies — above all, you my bold and 
true Varangian Guard, that we would rather have 
lost the brightest jewel from our imperial crown, 
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than have relinquished the service of this true and 
faithful Anglo-Saxon. But since go he must and 
will, it shall be my study to distinguish him by 
such marks of beneficence as may make it known 
through his future life that he is the person to 
whom the Emperor Alexius Comnenus acknow¬ 
ledged a debt larger than his empire could discharge. 
You, my Lord Tancred, and your principal leaders, 
will sup with us this evening, and to-morrow 
resume your honourable and religious purpose of 
pilgrimage! We trust both the combatants will 
also oblige us by their presence. — Trumpets, give 
the signal for dismission! ” 

The trumpets sounded accordingly, and the dif¬ 
ferent classes of spectators, armed and unarmed, 
broke up into various parties, or formed into their 
military ranks, for the purpose of their return to 
the city. 

The screams of women, suddenly and strangely 
raised, was the first thing that arrested the 
departure of the multitude, when those who 
glan ced their eyes back saw Sylvan, the great 
ourang-outang, produce himself in the lists, t o 
t heir surprise and astonishment. , The women, and 
many of the men who were present, unaccustomed 
to the ghastly look and savage_ aT)T)earance of a 
creature so extraordinary, raised a yell of terror so 
loud, that it discomposed the animal who was the 
occasion of its being raised. Sylvan, in the course 
of the night, having escaped over the garden-wall 
of Agelastes, and clambered over the rampart of 
the city, found no difficulty in hiding himself in 
the lists which were in the act of being raised, 
having found a lurking-place in some dark corner 
under the seats of the spectators. From this he 



COUNT ROBERT OF PARIS. 203 

was probably dislodged by the tumult of the dis¬ 
persing multitude, and had been compelled, there¬ 
fore, to make an appearance in public when he 
least desired it, not unlike that of the celebrated 
Pulchinello, at the conclusion of his own drama, 
when he enters in mortal strife with the foul fiend 
himself — a scene which scarcely excites more 
terror among the juvenile audience than did the 
unexpected apparition of Sylvan among the spec¬ 
tators of the duel. Bows were bent and javelins 
pointed by the braver part of the soldiery, against 
an animal of an appearance so ambiguous, and 
whom his uncommon size and grizzly look caused 
most who beheld him to suppose either the devil 
himself, or the apparition of some fiendish deity 
of ancient days, whom the heathens worshipped. 
Sylvan had so far improved such opportunities as 
had been afforded him as to become sufficiently 
aware that the attitudes assumed by so many mili¬ 
tary men inferred immediate danger to his person, 
from which he hastened to shelter himself by 
flying to the protection of Hereward, with whom 
he had been in some degree familiarised. He 
seized him, accordingly, by the cloak, and, by the 
absurd and alarmed look of his fantastic features, 
and a certain wild and gibbering chatter, endea¬ 
voured to express his fear and to ask protection. 
Hereward understood the terrified creature, and, 
turning to the Emperor’s throne, said aloud, — 
" Poor frightened being, turn thy petition, and ges¬ 
tures, and tones, to a quarter which, having to-day 
pardoned so many offences which were wilfully 
and maliciously schemed, will not be, I am sure, 
obdurate to such as thou, in thy half-reasoning 
capacity, may have been capable of committing. ” 
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The creature, as is the nature of its tribe, caught 
from Hereward himself the mode of applying with 
most effect his gestures and pitiable supplication, 
while the Emperor, notwithstanding the serious 
scene which had just past, could not help laughing 
at the touch of comedy flung into it by this last 
incident. 

“ My trusty Hereward, ” — he said aside, “ (I 
will not again call him Edward if I can help it) — 
thou art the refuge of the distressed, whether it be 
man or beast, and nothing that sues through thy 
intercession, while thou remainest in our service, 
shall find its supplication in vain. Do thou, good 
Hereward,” for the name was now pretty well 
established in his imperial memory, “ and such of 
thy companions as know the habits of the creature, 
lead him back to his old quarters in the Blacquer- 
nal; and that done, my friend, observe that we 
request thy company, and that of thy faithful 
mate Bertha, to partake supper at our court, with 
our wife and daughter, and such of our servants 
and allies as we shall request to share the same 
honour. Be assured that, while thou remainest 
with us, there is no point of dignity which shall 
not be willingly paid to thee. —And do thou 
approach, Achilles Tatius, as much favoured by 
thine Emperor as before this day dawned. What 
charges are against thee have been only whispered 
in a friendly ear, which remembers them not, 
unless (which Heaven forefend!) their remem¬ 
brance is renewed by fresh offences.*' 

Achilles Tatius bowed till the plume of his 
helmet mingled with the mane of his fiery horse, 
but held it wisest to forbear any answer in words, 
leaving his crime and his pardon to stand upon 
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those general terms in which the Emperor had 
expressed them. 

Once more the multitude of all ranks returned 
on their way to the city, nor did any second in¬ 
terruption arrest their march. Sylvan, accom¬ 
panied by one or two Varangians, who led him in 
a sort of captivity, took his way to the vaults of 
the Blacquernal, which were in fact his proper 
habitation. 

Upon the road to the city, Harpax, the noto¬ 
rious corporal of the Immortal Guards, held a 
discourse with one or two of his own soldiers, and 
of the citizens who had been members of the late 
conspiracy. 

" So, ” said Stephanos the prize-fighter, '' a fine 
affair we have made of it, to suffer ourselves to 
be all anticipated and betrayed by a thick-skulled 
Varangian; every chance turning against us as 
they would against Corydon the shoemaker, if he 
were to defy me to the circus. Ursel, whose death 
made so much work, turns out not to be dead after 
all; and, what is worse, he lives not to our advan¬ 
tage. This fellow Hereward, who was yesterday 
no better than myself — What do I say ? — better! 
— he was a great deal worse — an insignificant 
nobody in every respect! — is now crammed with 
honours, praises, and gifts, till he well-nigh re¬ 
turns what they have given him, and the Caesar and 
the Acolyte, our associates, have lost the Emperor’s 
love and confidence, and, if they are suffered to 
survive, it must be like the tame domestic poultry, 
whom we pamper with food one day, that upon 
the next their necks may be twisted for spit or 
pot. ” 

Stephanos, ” replied the centurion, " thy form of 
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body fits thee well for the Palaestra, but thy mind 
is not so acutely formed as to detect that which 
is real from that which is only probable, in the 
political world, of which thou art now judging. 
Considering the risk incurred by lending a man's 
ear to a conspiracy, thou oughtest to reckon it a 
saving in every particular, where he escapes with 
his life and character safe. This has been the 
case with Achilles Tatius, and with the Caesar. 
They have remained also in their high places of 
trust and power, and may be confident that the 
Emperor will hardly dare to remove them at a 
future period, since the possession of the full 
knowledge of their guilt has not emboldened him 
to do so. Their power, thus left with them, is 
in fact ours; nor is there a circumstance to be 
supposed which can induce them to betray their 
confederates to the government. It is much 
more likely that they will remember them with 
the probability of renewing, at a fitter time, the 
alliance which binds them together. Cheer up 
thy noble resolution, therefore, my Prince of the 
Circus, and think that thou shalt still retain that 
predominant influence which the favourites of the 
amphitheatre are sure to possess over the citizens 
of Constantinople. ” 

“I cannot tell," answered Stephanos; “but it 
gnaws at my heart like the worm that dieth not, 
to see this beggarly foreigner betray the noblest 
blood in the land, not to mention the best athlete 
in the Palaestra, and move off not only without 
punishment for his treachery, but with praise, 
honour, and preferment.” 

“ True," said Harpax; “ but observe, my friend, 
that he does move off to purpose. He leaves the 
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land, quits the corps in which he might claim 
preferment and a few vain honours, being valued 
at what such trifles amount to. Hereward, in the 
course of one or two days, shall be little better 
than a disbanded soldier, subsisting by the poor 
bread which he can obtain as a follower of this 
beggarly Count, or which he is rather bound to 
dispute with the infidel, by encountering with his 
battle-axe the Turkish sabres. What will it avail 
him amidst the disasters, the slaughter, and the 
famine of Palestine, that he once upon a time was 
admitted to supper with the Emperor ? We know 
Alexius Comnenus — he is willing to discharge, at 
the highest cost, such obligations as are incurred 
to men like this Hereward; and, believe me, I 
think that I see the wily despot shrug his shoulders 
in derision, when one morning he is saluted with 
the news of a battle in Palestine lost by the Crusa¬ 
ders, in which his old acquaintance has fallen a 
dead man. I will not insult thee by telling thee 
how easy it might be to acquire the favour of a 
gentlewoman in waiting upon a lady of quality; 
nor do I think it would be difficult, should that 
be the object of the prize-fighter, to acquire the 
property of a large baboon like Sylvan, which no 
doubt would set up as a juggler any Frank who 
had meanness of spirit to propose to gain his bread 
in such a capacity, from the alms of the starving 
chivalry of Europe. But he who can stoop to 
envy the lot of such a person ought not to be one 
whose chief personal distinctions are sufficient to 
place him first in rank over all the favourites of 
the amphitheatre. ” 

There was something in this sophistical kind of 
reasoning which was but half satisfactory to the 
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obtuse intellect of the prize-fighter, to whom it 
was addressed, although the only answer which he 
attempted was couched in this observation: — 

“ Ay, but, noble centurion, you forget that, 
besides empty honours, this Varangian Hereward, 
or Edward, whichever is his name, is promised a 
mighty donative of gold.” 

Marry, you touch me there, ” said the centu¬ 
rion ; “ and when you tell me that the promise is 
fulfilled, I will willingly agree that the Anglo- 
Saxon hath gained something to be envied for; but 
while it remains in the shape of a naked promise, 
you shall pardon me, my worthy Stephanos, if I 
hold it of no more account than the mere pledges 
which are distributed among ourselves as well as 
to the Varangians, promising upon future occa¬ 
sions mints of money, which we are likely to 
receive at the same time with the last year's snow. 
Keep up your heart, therefore, noble Stephanos, 
and believe not that your affairs are worse for the 
miscarriage of this day; and let not thy gallant 
courage sink, but, remembering those principles 
upon which it was called into action, believe 
that thy objects are not the less secure because 
fate has removed their acquisition to a more dis¬ 
tant day. ” The veteran and unbending conspi¬ 
rator Harpax thus strengthened for some future 
renewal of their enterprise the failing spirits of 
Stephanos. 

After this, such leaders as were included in the 
invitation given by the Emperor repaired to the 
evening meal, and, from the general content and 
complaisance expressed by Alexius and his guests 
of every description, it could little have been 
supposed that the day just passed over was one 
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which had inferred a purpose so dangerous and 
treacherous. 

The absence of the Countess Brenhilda, during 
this eventful day, created no small surprise to the 
Emperor and those in his immediate confidence, 
who knew her enterprising spirit, and the interest 
she must have felt in the issue of the combat. 
Bertha had made an early communication to the 
Count, that his lady, agitated with the many 
anxieties of the few preceding days, was unable to 
leave her apartment. The valiant knight, there¬ 
fore, lost no time in acquainting his faithful Coun¬ 
tess of his safety; and, afterwards joining those 
who partook of the banquet at the palace, he bore 
himself as if the least recollection did not remain 
on his mind of the perfidious conduct of the 
Emperor at the conclusion of the last entertain¬ 
ment. He knew, in truth, that the knights of 
Prince Tancred not only maintained a strict watch 
round the house where Brenhilda remained, but 
also that they preserved a severe ward in the 
neighbourhood of the Blacquernal, as well for the 
safety of their heroic leader as for that of Count 
Robert, the respected companion of their military 
pilgrimage. 

It was the general principle of the European 
chivalry, that distrust was rarely permitted to 
survive open quarrels, and that whatever was for¬ 
given was dismissed from their recollection, as 
unlikely to recur; but on the present occasion 
there was a more than usual assemblage of troops, 
which the occurrences of the day had drawn 
together, so that the Crusaders were called upon 
to be particularly watchful. 

It may be believed that the evening passed over 
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without any attempt to renew the ceremonial in 
the Council Chamber of the Lions which had been 
upon a former occasion terminated in such misun¬ 
derstanding. Indeed, it would have been lucky if 
the explanation between the mighty Emperor of 
Greece and the chivalrous Knight of Paris had 
taken place earlier; for reflection on what had 
passed had convinced the Emperor that the Franks 
were not a people to be imposed upon by pieces of 
clockwork and similar trifles, and that what they 
did not understand was sure, instead of procuring 
their awe or admiration, to excite their anger and 
defiance. Nor had it altogether escaped Count 
Robert that the manners of the Eastern people 
were upon a different scale from those to which he 
had been accustomed; that they neither were so 
deeply affected by the spirit of chivalry, nor, in 
his own language, was the worship of the Lady 
of the Broken Lances so congenial a subject of 
adoration. This notwithstanding. Count Robert 
observed that Alexius Comnenus was a wise and 
politic prince; his wisdom perhaps too much 
allied to cunning, but yet aiding him to maintain 
with great address that empire over the minds of 
his subjects which was necessary for their good, 
and for maintaining his own authority. He there¬ 
fore resolved to receive with equanimity whatever 
should be offered by the Emperor, either in civility 
or in the way of jest, and not again to disturb an 
understanding which might be of advantage to 
Christendom, by a quarrel founded upon miscon¬ 
ception of terms or misapprehension of manners. 
To this prudent resolution the Count of Paris 
adhered during the whole evening; with some 
difficulty, however, since it was somewhat incon- 
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sistent with his own fiery and inquisitive temper, 
which was equally desirous to know the precise 
amount of whatever was addressed to him, and to 
take umbrage at it, should it appear in the least 
degree offensive, whether so intended or not. 
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I t was not until after the conquest of Jerusalem 
t hat Count Eobert of Paris returned to ConstantiT. 
nople, and with his wife^ and such proportion oL 
his follo^wers as the sword and pestilence had left 
after that bloody warfare, resumed his course to 
his native kingdom. Upon reaching Italy, the 
first care of the noble Count and CQuntess"'^ s_to 
cele bratein princely style the mar ring^ nf 
ward and his fait hf^i^ who had added to 

their other claims upon their master and mistress 
those acquired by Hereward's faithful services in 
Palestine, and no less by Bertha's affectionate 
ministry to her lady in Constantinople. 

A a tothe fate of Alexius Comnenus, it mayj ^ 
read at large in the history ofhis d aug hter Anna T^ 
who has represented him as the hero of many a 
victory, achieved, says the purple-born, in the 
third chapter and fifteenth book of her history, 
sometimes by his arms and sometimes by his 
prudence. “ His boldness alone has gained some 
battles, at other times his success has been won by 
stratagem. He has erected the most illustrious of 
his trophies by confronting danger, by combating 
like a simple soldier, and throwing himself bare¬ 
headed into the thickest of the foe. But there are 
others, ” continues the accomplished lady, " which 
he gained an opportunity of erecting by assuming 
the appearance of terror, and even of retreat. In 
a word, he knew alike how to triumph either in 
flight or in pursuit, and remained upright even 
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before those enemies who appeared to have struck 
him down; resembling the military implement 
termed the calthrop, which remains always upright 
in whatever direction it is thrown on the ground. ” 

It would be unjust to deprive the Princess of the 
defence she herself makes against the obvious 
charge of' partiality. 

“ I must still once more repel the reproach 
which some bring against me, as if my history was 
composed merely according to the dictates of the 
natural love for parents which is engraved in the 
hearts of children. In truth, it is not the effect of 
that affection which j^bear to m ine, but it is the 
evidence of matter oMact, which " obliges 'lne "~to 
sp^k as riiave doh ei Is it not po^ibleThat one 
can have at the same time an affection for the 
memory of a father and for truth ? For myself, I 
have never directed my attempt to write history, 
otherwise than for the ascertainment of the matter 
of fact. With this purpose, I have taken for my 
subject the history of a worthy man. Is it just, 
that, by the single accident of his being the author 
of my birth, his quality of my father ought to 
form a prejudice against me, which would ruin 
my credit with my readers ? I have given, upon 
other occasions, proofs sufficiently strong of the 
ardour which I had for the defence of my father's 
interests, which those that know me can never 
doubt; but, on the present, I have been limited 
by the inviolable fidelity with which I respect the 
truth, which I should have felt conscience to have 
veiled, under pretence of serving the renown of my 
father. ” — “ Alexiad, ” chap. iii. book xv. 

This much we have deemed it our duty to quote, 
in justice to the fair historian; we will extract 
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also her description of the Emperor’s death, and 
are not unwilling to allow that the character 
assigned to the Princess by our own Gibbon has in 
it a great deal of fairness and of truth. 

Notwithstanding her repeated protests of sacri¬ 
ficing rather to the exact and absolute truth than 
to the memory of her deceased parent, Gibbon 
remarks truly, that instead of the simplicity of 
i^ yle and narrative which wins a belief, an elabo- 
rate afiectation of rhetoric and science betrays ii^ 
every" page the vanity of a female author/ Th^ 
■genuine character ot Alexius is lost in aTvague 
constellation of virtues; and the perpetual strain 
of panegyric and apology awakens our jealousy 
to question the veracity of the historian, and the 
merit of the hero. We cannot, however, refuse 
her judicious and important remark, that the dis¬ 
orders of the times were the misfortune and the 
glory of Alexius; and that every calamity which 
can afflict a declining empire was accumulated on 
his reign by the justice of Heaven and the vices of 
his predecessors.”— Gibbon’s “Roman Empire,” 
vol. ix. p. 83, footnote. 

The Princess accordingly feels the utmost as¬ 
surance that a number of signs which appeared 
in heaven and on earth were interpreted by the 
soothsayers of the day as foreboding the death of 
the Emperor. By these means, Anna Comnena 
assigned to her father those indications of con¬ 
sequence which ancient historians represent as 
necessary intimations of the sympathy of nature 
with the removal of great characters from the 
world; but she fails not to inform the Christian 
reader that her father’s belief attached to none of 
these prognostics, and that even on the following 
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remarkable occasion he maintained his incredulity: 
— A splendid statue, supposed generally to be a 
relic of paganism, holding in its hand a golden 
sceptre, and standing upon a base of porphyry, 
was overturned by a tempest, and was generally 
believed to be an intimation of the death of the 
Emperor. This, however, he generously repelled. 
Phidias, he said, and other great sculptors of 
antiquity, had the talent of imitating the human 
frame with surprising accuracy; but to suppose 
that the power of foretelling future events was 
reposed in these masterpieces of art would be to 
ascribe to their makers the faculties reserved by 
the Deity for Himself, when He says, “ It is I 
who kill and make alive. ” During his latter 
days, the Emperor was greatly afflicted with the 
gout, the nature of which has exercised the wit 
of many persons of science as well as of Anna 
Comnena. The poor patient was so much ex¬ 
hausted, that when the Empress was talking of 
most eloquent persons who should assist in the 
composition of his history, he said, with a natural 
contempt of such vanities, “ The passages of my 
unhappy life call rather for tears and lamentation 
than for the praises you speak of. ” 

A species of asthma having come to the assis¬ 
tance of the gout, the remedies of the physicians 
became as vain as the intercession of the monks 
and clergy, as well as the alms which were indis¬ 
criminately lavished. Two or three deep successive 
swoons gave ominous warning of the approaching 
blow; and at length was terminated the reign and 
life of Alexius Comnenus, a prince who, with all 
the faults which may be imputed to him, still 
possesses a real right, from the purity of his 
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general intentions, to be accounted one of the best 
sovereigns of the Lower Empire. 

For some time the historian forgot her pride of 
literary rank, and, like an ordinary person, burst 
into tears and shrieks, tore her hair, and defaced 
her countenance, while the Empress Irene cast 
from her her princely habits, cut off her hair, 
changed her purple buskins for black mourning 
shoes, and her daughter Mary, who had herself 
been a widow, took a black robe from one of her 
own wardrobes, and presented it to her mother. 
" Even in the moment when she put it on, ” says 
Anna Comnena, “ the Emperor gave up the ghost, 
and in that moment the sun of my life set. ” 

We shall not pursue her lamentations further. 
She upbraids herself that, after the death of her 
father, that light of the world, she had also sur¬ 
vived Irene, the delight alike of the East and of 
the West, and survived her husband also. “ I am 
indignant, ” she said, “ that my soul, suffering 
under such torrents of misfortune, should still 
deign to animate my body. Have I not,” said 
she, " been more hard and unfeeling than the rocks 
themselves; and is it not just that one, who could 
survive such a father and mother, and such a hus¬ 
band, should be subjected to the influence of so 
much calamity? But let me finish this history, 
rather than any longer fatigue my readers with my 
unavailing and tragical lamentation. ” 

Having thus concluded her history, she adds the 
following two lines: — 

The learned Comnena lays her pen aside, 

What time her subject and her father died.^ 

^ [Arj^tv Birov fiioroio *A\4^ios t Kofipijvhs 
*'Ev$a KoKii BvyArnp ’AAf(ia5os.] 
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These quotations will probably give the readers 
as much as they wish to know of the real charac¬ 
ter of this imperial historian. Fewer words will 
suffice to dispose of the other parties who have 
been selected from her pages, as persons in the 
foregoing drama. 

There is very little doubt that the Count Robert 
of Paris, whose audacity in seating himself upon 
the throne of the Emperor gives a peculiar interest 
to his character, was in fact a person of the highest 
rank; being no other, as has been conjectured 
by the learned Ducange, than an ancestor of the 
house of Bourbon, which has so long given kings 
to France. He was a successor, it has been con¬ 
ceived, of the Counts of Paris, by whom the city 
was valiantly defended against the Normans, and 
an ancestor of Hugh Capet. Qi) There are several 
hypotheses upon this subject, deriving the well- 
known Hugh Capet, first, from the family of 
Saxony; secondly, from St. Arnoul, afterwards 
Bishop of Altex; third, from Nibilong; fourth, 
from the Duke of Bavaria; and, fifth, from a natu¬ 
ral son of the Emperor Charlemagne. Variously 
placed, but in each of these contested pedigrees, 
appears this Robert, surnamed the Strong, who 
was count of that district of which Paris was 
the capital, most peculiarly styled the County, or 
Isle of France. Anna Comnena, who has recorded 
the bold usurpation of the Emperor's seat by this 
haughty chieftain, has also acquainted us with his 
receiving a severe if not a mortal wound at the 
battle of Dorylaeum, owing to his neglecting the 
warlike instructions with which her father had 
favoured him on the subject of the Turkish wars. 
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The antiquary who is disposed to investigate this 
subject may consult the late Lord Ashburnham’s 
elaborate " Genealogy of the Eoyal House of 
France ” ; also a note of Ducange’s on the Prin¬ 
cess’s history, p. 362, arguing for the identity of 
her " Robert of Paris, a haughty barbarian ” with 
the “ Robert called the Strong ” mentioned as an 
ancestor of Hugh Capet. Gibbon, vol. xi. p. 52, 
may also be consulted. The French antiquary and 
the English historian seem alike disposed to find 
the church, called in the tale that of the Lady of 
the Broken Lances, in that dedicated to St. Drusas, 
or Drosin, of Soissons, who was supposed to have 
peculiar influence on the issue of combats, and to 
be in the habit of determining them in favour of 
such champions as spent the night preceding at 
his shrine. 

In consideration of the sex of one of the parties 
concerned, the author has selected Our Lady of the 
Broken Lances as a more appropriate patroness 
than St. Drusas himself, for the Amazons, who 
were not uncommon in that age. Gaita, for ex¬ 
ample, the wife of Robert Guiscard, a redoubted 
hero, and the parent of a most heroic race of 
sons, was herself an Amazon, fought in the fore¬ 
most ranks of the Normans, and is repeatedly 
commemorated by our imperial historian, Anna 
Comnena. 

The reader can easily conceive to himself that 
Robert of Paris distinguished himself among his 
brethren-at-arms and fellow-Crusaders. His fame 
resounded from the walls of Antioch; but at the 
battle of Dorylseum he was so desperately wounded 
as to be disabled from taking a part in the grand¬ 
est scene of the expedition. His heroic Countess, 
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however, enjoyed the great satisfaction of mounting 
th e walls of Jerusalem^ and in so far discharging 
hcr^Q wn vaw5- and t hose of her husband. This 
was the more fortunate, as the sentence of the 
physicians pronounced that the wounds of the 
Count had been inflicted by a poisoned weapon, 
and that complete recovery was only to be hoped 
for by having recourse to his native air. After 
some time spent in the vain hope of averting by 
patience this unpleasant alternative. Count Robert 
subjected himself to necessity, or what was repre¬ 
sented as such, and, with his wife and the faithful 
Hereward, and all others of his followers who had 
been like himself disabled from combat, took the 
way to Europe by sea. 

A light galley, procured at a high rate, con¬ 
ducted them safely to Venice, and from that then 
glorious city, the moderate portion of spoil which 
had fallen to the Count's share among the con¬ 
querors of Palestine served to convey them to his 
own dominions, which, more fortunate than those 
of most of his fellow-pilgrims, had been left unin¬ 
jured by their neighbours during the time of their 
proprietor's absence on the Crusade. The report 
that the Count had lost his health, and the power 
of continuing his homage to the Lady of the 
Broken Lances, brought upon him the hostilities 
of one or two ambitious or envious neighbours, 
whose covetousness was, however, sufficiently 
repressed by the brave resistance of the Countess 
and the resolute Hereward. Less than a twelve- 
month was required to restore the Count of Paris 
to his full health, and to render him, as formerly, 
the assured protector of his own vassals, and the 
subject in whom the possessors of the French 
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throne reposed the utmost confidence. This latter 
capacity enabled Count Robert to discharge his 
debt towards Hereward in a manner as ample as 
he could have hoped or expected. Being now 
respected alike for his wisdom and his sagacity, 
as much as he always was for his intrepidity and 
his character as a successful Crusader, he was 
repeatedly employed by the Court of France in set¬ 
tling the troublesome and intricate affairs in which 
the Norman possessions of the English crown in¬ 
volved the rival nations. William Rufus was not 
insensible to his merit, nor blind to the importance 
of gaining his good-will; and, finding out his 
anxiety that Hereward should be restored to the 
land of his fathers, he took, or made an oppor¬ 
tunity, by the forfeiture of some rebellious noble, 
of conferring upon our Varangian a large district 
adjacent to the New Forest, being part of the 
scenes which his father chiefly frequented, and 
where it is said the descendants of the valiant 
squire and his Bertha have subsisted for many a 
long year, surviving turns of time and chance, 
which are in general fatal to the continuance of 
more distinguished families. 



EDITOE’S NOTES. 


(а) p. 5. “The stone of Odin.” It is curious to find 
Scott’s memory falling back, here and at the last, on the old 
heathen troth-plight by the sacred stone, which he had intro¬ 
duced, really with more appropriateness, in “ The Pirate.” It 
is almost inconceivable, without evidence, that the Foresters 
should have relapsed in one generation on Germanic heathen¬ 
dom, so long disused ; but Scott, as he shows in “ Ivanhoe,” 
was liberally disposed to such revivals. 

(б) p. 18. “ Enough, enough, Hereward ! ” The reader 

of modern novels may well be astonished at the maiden’s 
reserve. Autres tempSy autrea mceurs! 

(c) p. 23. “The cold pasty.” This is the last of all 
the admirable cold pasties which have been presented so 
generously to Scott’s heroes- and readers. His Barmecide 
diet in his latest days did not check his old love of a sturdy 
trencherman. 

(d) p. 33. “Like Draco’s, not in ink, but in blood.” 
Draco’s Laws, if he really gave any, were probably incised on 
stone, bronze, or wood : in ink they certainly were not 
written. But a modern mode of interpreting history has 
actually recognised in the Athenian Lawgiver a meteorologi¬ 
cal myth. 

(e) p. 87. “ I will reply to, without hesitation, with the 
point of my dagger.” Brenhilda’s short way with heretics 
who utter “ reproach against her holy religion ” was not pecu¬ 
liar to lady controversialists. St. Louis recommended it to 
Joinville, substituting a sword for a dagger. 

(/) P* 89. “ Agelastes lay dead upon the ground.” Scott, 
in this rather sudden and unexpected end of Agelastes, antici¬ 
pated Poe’s “Murders in the Kue Morgue.” 

(ff) p. 162. “ It came flying through the air.” Joinville’s 

account of Greek fire as used in war may conceiv.ably have 
suggested a singular passage in the saga of Eric the Red. The 
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Skraelings, Red Indians or Eskimo, are made to throw a mis¬ 
sile of this explosive kind among the Icelandic discoverers of 
Vinland the Good. This must be a touch borrowed from 
some account of Greek fire, brought home from Micklegarth 
by a Varangian 

(h) p. 217. “An ancestor of Hugh Capet.” Scott, no 
doubt, meant to write “ a descendant of Hugh Capet,” though 
he repeats his statement on the following page. 

Andrew Lang. 

June 1894. 


THE END. 



THE SURGEON’S DAUGHTER. 




EDITOE’S TNTHODUCTI on¬ 


to 

THE SUIUIEON’S DAUGHTER. 


CoNCERNixo Tlie Surgeon’s Daughter,” and the cir¬ 
cumstances in wliich it was composed, tliere is little or 
nothing new to be said. Scott’s condition at the time 
when he wrote the tale, his anxieties from the pursuit 
of ‘‘Abud or Ahab,” the Israelite money-lender, his 
thoughts of taking sanctuary, have been described in 
the Editor’s Introduction to The Fair Maid of 
Perth” and in his Introduction to ‘‘The Chronicles 
of the Canon gate.” In his Introduction Scott prints 
the germ of the na rrative as derived from th e. dev4^ted 
Mr. Trai a.^iuh as touching the characters, Lockhart 
observes that the Surgeon is sketched from Dr. Ebene - 
zer Clarkson^_o f^ Seildrly Sir Walter's own medical 
attendan t Dr. Clarkson’s liouse was on the north side 
of the market-place, almost exactly opposite the monu¬ 
ment now erected to Sir Walter. The Editor remein- 
bers Dr. Clarkson’s widow almost as vaguely as D r, 
Jo linson remembered Queen Anne . The earlier chapters 
aboutlVIr. Croftangry show, on ^ir Walter’s part, some 
lack of intimate acquaintance with the game of golf. 
“The malicious purpose of the player” never “strikes 
the ball down into the very earth,” no man “tops” on 
purpose. The conduct of the tale shows Sir Walter’s 
difficulty in getting quit of the Forty-five; he needs 
a trifle of Jacobite conspiracy to give his romance a 
starting-point. The sketch of the rural surgeon is in 
his best manner, and he may liave been — indeed, he 
certainly was — thinking of Mungo Park as well as of 

VOL. II.— 15 




!226 EDITOR’S INTRODUCTION. 

Dr. Clarkson when he wrote. The picture of life ift 
t he little Scotch town is also exc ellent. For the In¬ 
dian part, which Lockhart thought rather incongruous, 
Scott lacked the personal knowledge of Mr. Kipling, 
and j)ersoiial knowledge of localities was always, 
to him, very necessary. Yet the Indian scenes are 
sufficiently spirited, and, in leavi ng Mmii o Gray 
unmarried, Scot t showed more regard for th e truth of 
Tlfe than ior the dema nds of novel-readers . Tlie Indian 
dialogue between Hartley and the Fakir shows some 
acquaintance with Oriental manners, probably derived 
from Eastern Tales, of which Scott was a great reader, 
find from tlie i ^istructions of Colonel Fergus on. The 
Queen of Slm ba is a characteristic sketch of a European 
adventuress in the East; the scenes on the troopship 
may have been inspired by Smollett. But ‘‘The 
Surgeon\s Daughter,’^ though not exactly marked by 
failing mental power, is felt to be a piece out of Sir 
Walter’s way: it is too long for a conte^ too short fora 
novel, and' was obviously written merely as a commer¬ 
cial adventure. He was discouraged by its reception, 
but not downcast, for he at once began his last great 
novel, ‘‘The Fair Maid of Perth.” As has been 
already remarked, he proved that he could excel as 
much in the conte as in the novel by the story of Wan¬ 
dering Willie in “ Redgauntlet.” There ho had a 
theme in perfect unity, and of the sort he loved. But 
“The Surgeon’s Daughter ” was of an exotic and alien 
kind, and of no very manageable compass. Compared 
with “The Black Dwarf,” it is artistically handled, 
perhaps, but even “The Black Dwarf,” with all its no¬ 
table defects, has enjoyed more popularity. The sketch 
was published, with “The Two Drovers” and “The 
Highland Widow,” early in the winter of 1827. 

Andrew Lang. 


June 1894. 
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Thk tale of “ Tlic Surgeon’s Daugliter’’ formed part 
of the second series of Chronicles of the Canongate, 
published in 1827 ; hut has been separated from the 
stories of ‘‘The Highland Widow,&:c., wliich it ori¬ 
ginally accompanied, and def(‘rrcd to the close of this 
collection, for reasons which printers and publishers 
will understand, and which would hardly interest the 
general reader.^ 

The Author has nothing to say now in reference to 
this little Novel, but that the principal incident on 
which it tu rns w£i [ff im.vm.tcd io TTun one moriii ng at 
bre akfast by his worthy friend Mr, Train of Castle 
Douglas, in Galloway, whose kind assistance he has so 
'nflen had occasion to acknowledge in the course of these 
prefaces ; and that the military friend who is alluded 
to as having furnished him with some informat ion as 
to Eastern matjers was Colonel *Jamcs Ferguson of 
Huntly Burn, one of the^sons ot the venerable liistoriaii 
and philosopher of that name — which name he took 
the liberty of concealing under its Gaelic form of Mac- 
ErHes, 

W. S. 

Abbotsfoud, Sept. 1831. 

^ [For convenience' sake, this arrangement has been altered for 
this (the Border) edition of Scott’s novels.] 
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\^Mr, Train was requested hy Sir Walter Scott to give 
him in writing the story as nearly as possible in the 
shape in which he had told it; hut the following 
narrative^ tvhich he drew up accordingly^ did not 
reach Abbotsford until July 1832.] 

In the old Stock of Fife tliero was not, perhaps, an 
individual whose exertions were followed by conse¬ 
quences of such a remarkable nature as those of Davie 
Duff, j)opularly called The Thane of Fife,^^ who, from 
a very humble parentage, rose to fill one of the chairs of 
the magistracy of his native burgh. By industry and 
economy in early life, he obtained the means of erecting, 
solely on his own account, one of those ingenious manu¬ 
factories for which Fifeshire is justly celebrated. From 
the day on which the industrious artisan first took his 
seat at the Council Board, he attended so much to the 
interests of the little privileged community, that civic 
honours were conferred on him as rapidly as the Set of 
the Royalty ^ could legally admit. 

To have the right of walking to church on holyday 
preceded by a phalanx of halberdiers, in habiliments 
fashioned as in former times, seems, in the eyes of many 
a guild brother, to be a very enviable pitch of worldly 

^ The Constitution of the Burgh. 
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grandeur. Few persons were ever more proud of civic 
honours than the Thane of Fife, but he knew well how 
to turn his political influence to the best account. The 
council, court, and other business of the burgh occupied 
much of his time, which caused him to intrust the 
management of his manufactory to a near reflation, 

\vh os(i name was >-4>«-, a young man of dissolute 

habits; but the Thane, seeing at last that by con¬ 
tinuing that (‘xtravagant ])erson in that charge his 
affairs would, in all probability, fall into a state of 
bankruptcy, aj)pli(‘d to the member of Parliament for 
that district to obtain a situation for liis relation in the 
civil department of the state. Tlie knight, whom it is 
here unnecessary to name, knowing how effectuall}’^ the 
Tliano ruled tlie little burgh, applied in the proper quar¬ 
ter, and actually obtained an ap[)ointnient for D 
in the Civil Service of the East India Company. 

A respectable surgeon, whose resid(inc(‘ was in a 
neighbouring village, had a beautiful daughter named 

Emma, who had long been cour ted by 1) -. Imme- 

diately before Jus departure to India, as a mark of 
mutual affection, they exchanged miniatures, taken by 
an eniimmt artist in Fife*, and each set in a locket, for 
the purpose of having the object of affection alwa 3 \sin 
view. 

The eyes of the old Thane were now turned towards 
Hindostan with much anxiety; but his relation had not 
long arrived in that distant quarter of the globe before 
he had the satisfaction of receiving a letter, conveying 
the welcome intelligence of his having taken possession 
of his new station in a large frontier town of the Com¬ 
pany’s dominions, and that great emoluments were 
attached to the situation ; which was confirmed by 
several subsequent communications of the most grati¬ 
fying description to the old Thane, who took great 
pleasure in spreading the news of the reformed habits 



INTRODUCTION. 


231 


and singular good fortune of his intended heir. None 
of all his former acquaintances heard with such joy 
the favourable report of the successful adventurer in 
the E agt as did the fair and accom])lished daughter of th e 
village surgeon ; but his previous character caused lier 
to keep her own correspondence with him secret from 
I her parents, to whom even the circumstance of her 

being acquainted with I)-was wholly unknown, till 

her father received a letter from him, in which he 
assured him of liis attachment to Emma long befo re 
his de]) arturo from F ife ; that, having been so happy 
as-^TTgain her atfections, he would have made her his 
wife before leaving liis native country, had he then had 
the means of supporting her in a suitable rank Ihrough 
life ; and that, having it now in his power to do so, ho 
only waited the consent of her parents to fulfil the vow 
he had formerly made. 

The Doctor having a large family, with a very 
^limited income to support them, and understanding 

that 1)-had at last become a person of sober and 

industrious habits, he gave his consent, in which Emma’s 
mother fully concurred. 

Aware of the straitcmed circitmstances of the Doctor, 
D-remitted a sum of money to complete at Edin¬ 

burgh Emma’s Oriental education, and fit her out in her 
journey to India; she was to embark at Sheerness, on 
board one of the Company’s ships, for a port in India, 
at which place, he said, he would wait her arrival, with 
a retinue suited to a person of his rank in society. 

Emma set out from her father’s house just in time 
to secure a passage, as proposed by her intended hus¬ 
band, accompanied by her only brother, who, on their 

arrival at Sheerness, met one G-, an old scho(d- 

fellow, captain of the ship by which Emma was to 
proceed to India. 

It was the particular desire of the Doctor that his 


.232 


APPENDIX TO 


daughter should he committed to the care of that gentle¬ 
man, from the time of her leaving the shores of Britain 
till the intended marriage ceremony was duly performed 
on her arrival in India — a charge that was frankly un¬ 
dertaken by the generous sea-captain. 

On the arrival of the fleet at the appointed port, 

D-, with a large cavalcade of mounted Pindarees, 

was, as expected, in attendance, ready to salute Emma 
on landing, and to carry her direct into the interior of 

the countr 3 \ C-, who had made several voyages to 

the shores of Hindostan, knowing something of Hindoo 
manners and customs, was surprised to see a private 
individual in the Company’s service with so many 

attendants ; and when D - declined having the 

marriage ceremony performed, according to the rites of 
the Church, till he returned to the place of his abode, 

C-, more and more confirmed in his suspicion that 

all was not r ight, res ^^ly*^^^ with Emmai ill 

he had fulfilled, in the most satisfactory manner^ the 
p romise he had made before leavin g Engl an rL of giy ing 
her duly a ^y in marriage . Not being able bj^ her 

entreattes^o alter the resolution of D-, Emma 

solicited her protector C-to accompany her to the 

place of her intended destination, to which he most 
readily agreed, taking with him as many of his crew 
as he deemed sufficient to insure the safe custody of his 
innocent prot(igee, should any attempt be made to carry 
her away by force. 

Both parties journeyed onwards till they arrived at a 
frontier town, where a iin.tivi> Bajq.h was wnitiTig fka 
a rrival of the fair maid of F ife, with..-.3dlQu^ ^ had 
fallendeeplyin lo ve, foom seein g her miniature like¬ 
ness in the possession of T5—^ to whom he had paid 
a larg<^8um of money for ^e originaL^ and had only 
intrust^ liim tcTTJnii^y her in state to the seat of his 
^vernment. 
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No sooner was this villanous action of D- known 

to C-, than he communicated the whole particulars 

to the commanding officer of a regiment of Scotch 
Highlanders that happened to be quartered in that part 
of India, begging at the same time, for the honour of 
Caledonia, and protection of injured innocence, that he 
would use the means in his power of resisting any 
attempt that might be made by the native chief to 
wrest from their hands the virtuous female who had 
been so shamefully decoyed from her native country by 
the worst of mankind. Honour occupies too large a 
space in the heart of the Gael to resist such a call of 
humanity. 

The Rajah, finding his claim was not to be acceded 
to, and resolving to enforce the same, assembled his 
Ptroops, and attacked with great fury the place where 
the affrighted Emma was for a time secured by her 
countrymen, who fought in her defence with all their 
native valour, which at length so overpowered their 
assailants that they were forced to retire in every 
direction, leaving behind many of their slain, among 
whom was found the mangled corpse of th e nerf idious 

C-was immediately afterwards married to Em ma, 

and my informant assured me he saw them many years 
afterwards, living happily together in the county of 
Kent, on the fortune bequeathed by the ‘‘Thane of 
Fife.’^ 

J. T. 

Castle Douglas, Julf/ 1832 




THE SIJEHEON’S DAUGHTER 
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Indite, iiiy muse, indite, 

Bubpcena’d is thy lyre, 

Tln> praises to requite 

Which rules of court require, 

Probationartf Odes. 

The concluding a literary undertaking, in whole 
or in part, is, to the inexperienced at least, at¬ 
tended with an irritating litillation, like that 
which attends on the liealing of a wound — a 
IH’urient impatience, in short, to know what the 
world in general, and friends in particular, will 
say to our labours. Some authors, 1 am told, pro¬ 
fess an oyster-like indilierence upon this subject; 
for my own part, I liardly believe in their sin¬ 
cerity. Others may ac(piire it from habit; but in 
my poor opinion, a neophyte like myself must be 
for a long time incapa])le of such sang-froid. 
Frankly, I was ashamed to feel how childishly 
I felt on the occasion. No person could have said 
prettier things than myself ujjoii the importance of 
stoicism concerning the opinion of others, when 
their applause or censure refers to literary charac¬ 
ter only; and I had determined to lay my work 
before the public, with the same unconcern with 
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which the ostrich lays her eggs in the sand, giving 
herself no further trouble concerning the incuba¬ 
tion, but leaving to the atmosphere to bring forth 
the young, or otherwise, as the climate shall serve. 
But though an ostrich in theory, I became in prac¬ 
tice a poor hen, who has no sooner made her 
deposit, but she runs cackling about, to call the 
attention of every one to the wonderful work 
which she has performed. 

As soon as I became possessed of my first 
volume, neatly stitched up and boarded, my sense 
of the necessity of communicating with some one 
became ungovernable. Janet was inexorable, and 
seemed already to have tired of my literary con¬ 
fidence; for whenever I drew near the subject, 
after evading it as long as she could, she made, 
under some pretext or other, a bodily retreat to 
the kitchen or the cockloft, her own peculiar and 
inviolate domains. My publisher would have 
been a natural resource; but he understands his 
business too well, and follows it too closely, to 
desire to enter into literary discussions, wisely 
considering that he who has to sell books has 
seldom leisure to read them. Tlien my acquaint¬ 
ance, now that I have lost Mrs. Bethune Baliol, 
are of that distant and accidental kind, to whom 
I had not face enough to communicate the nature 
of my uneasiness, and who probably would only 
have laughed at me had I made any attempt to 
interest them in my labours. 

Reduced thus to a sort of despair, I thought of 
my friend and man of business Mr. Fairscribe. 
His habits, it was true, were not likely to render 
him indulgent to light literature, and, indeed, I 
had more than once noticed his daughters, and 
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especially my little songstress, whip into her reti¬ 
cule what looked very like a circulating library 
volume, as soon as her father entered the room. 
Still he was not only my assured, but almost my 
only friend, and I had little doubt that he would 
take an interest in the volume for the sake of 
the author, whicli the work itself might fail to 
ins]:)ire. I sent him, therefore, the book, carefully 
sealed up, with an intimation that I ref[uested the 
favour of his opinion upon the contents, of which 
I affected to talk in the depreciatory style, which 
calls for point-blank contradiction, if your corre¬ 
spondent possess a grain of civility. 

This communication took place on a Monday, 
and 1 daily expected (what I was ashamed to an¬ 
ticipate by volunteering my presence, however sure 
of a welcome) an invitation to eat an egg, as was 
my friend's favourite phrase, or a card to drink tea 
with Misses Fairscribe, or a provocation to break¬ 
fast, at least, with my hospitable friend and 
benefactor, and to talk over the contents of my 
enclosure. But the hours and days passed on from 
Monday till Saturday, and I had no acknowledg¬ 
ment whatever that my packet had reached its 
destination. “ This is very unlike my good friend's 
punctuality,” thought I; and having again and 
ag^iin vexed James, my male attendant, by a close 
examination concerning the time, place, and deli¬ 
very, I had only to strain my imagination to con¬ 
ceive reasons for my friend’s silence. Sometimes I 
thought that his opinion of the work had proved 
so unfavourable that he was averse to hurt my 
feelings by communicating it — sometimes, that, 
escaping his hands to whom it was destined, it had 
found its way into his writing-chamber, and was 
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become the subject of criticism to his smart clerks 
and conceited apprentices.* " ’Sdeath' ” thought 
I, “ if I were sure of this, I would ”- 

“ And what would you do ? ” said Reason, after 
a few moments* reflection. “ You are ambitious 
of introducing your book into every writing and 
reading cliamber in Edinburgh, and yet you take 
fire at the thoughts of its being criticised by Mr. 
Fairscribe’s young peojde ? Be a little consistent 
— for shame! *’ 

“ I will be consistent, ” said I, doggedly; “ but 
for all that, I will call on Mr. Fairscribe this 
evening. ” 

I hastened my dinner, donned my greatcoat (for 
the evening threatened rain), and went to Mr. 
Fairscribe *s house. The old domestic opened the 
door cautiously, and before I asked the (question 
said, Mr. Fairscribe is at home, sir; but it is 
Sunday night. ” Recognising, however, my face 
and voice, he n])ened the door wider, admitted me, 
and conducted me to the parlour, where 1 found 
Mr. Fairscribe and the rest of his family engaged 
in listening to a sermon by the late Mr. Walker of 
Edinburgh,^ which was read by Miss Catherine with 
unusual distinctness, simplicity, and judgment. 
Welcomed as a friend of the house, I had nothing 
for it but to take my seat quietly, and, making a 
virtue of necessity, endeavour to derive my share 
of the benefit arising from an excellent sermon. 
But I am afraid Mr. Walker’s force of logic and 
precision of expression were somewhat lost upon 
me. I was sensible I had chosen an improper 

^ [Robert Walker (17.54-1783), the colleague and rival of 
Dr. Hugh Rlair (1758-1800) in the High Church, St. Giles’s. 
Edinburgh.] 
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time to disturb Mr. Fairscribe, and when the 
discourse was ended I rose to take my leave, some¬ 
what hastily, I believe. “ A cup of tea, Mr. 
Croftangry ? ” said the young lady. “ You will 
wait and take part of a Presbyterian supper ? ” 
said Mr. Fairscril)e. —" Nine o'clock — I make it 
a point of keeping my father's hours on Sunday 

at e'en. rerha])s Dr.-[naming an excellent 

clergyman] may look in." 

I made my apology for declining his invitation; 
and I fancy my unexpected appearance, and hasty 
retreat, had rather sur})rised my friend, since, 
instead of accompanying me to the door, he con¬ 
ducted me into his own a])artment. 

“ What is the matter, ” he said, “ Mr. Croftangry ? 
This is not a night for secular business, but if any¬ 
thing sudden or extraordinary has ha])pened"- 

“ Nothing in the world," said I, forcing myself 
upon confession, as the best way of clearing myself 
out of the scraj)e — " only — only I sent you a little 
parcel, and as you are so regular in acknowledging 
letters and communications, I — I thought it might 
have miscarried — that's all." 

My friend laughed heartily, as if he saw into 
and enjoyed my motives and my confusion. “ Safe ? 
— it came safe enough, ” he said. “ The wind of 
the world always blows its vanities into haven. 
But this is the end of the session, when I have 
little time to read anything printed except Inner- 
House papers; yet if you will take your kail with 
us next Saturday, I will glance over your work, 
though I am sure I am no competent judge of such 
matters." 

With this promise I was fain to take my leave, 
not without half persuading myself that, if once 
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the phlegmatic lawyer began my lucubrations, he 
would not be able to rise from them till he had 
finished the perusal, nor to endure an interval be¬ 
twixt his reading tlie last page, and requesting an 
interview with the author. 

No such marks of impatience displayed them¬ 
selves. Time, blunt or keen, as my friend Joanna 
says, swift or leisurely, held his course; and on 
the appointed Saturday, I was at the door precisely 
as it struck four. The dinner-hour, indeed, was 
five punctually; but what did I know but my 
friend might want half an hour’s conversation 
with me before that time ? I was ushered into an 
empty drawing-room, and, from a needle-book and 
work-basket hastily abandoned, I had some reason 
to tliink I interrupted my little friend, Miss Katie, 
in some domestic labour more praiseworthy than 
elegant. In this critical age, filial piety must 
hide herself in a closet, if she has a mind to darn 
her father’s linen. 

Shortly after, I was the more fully convinced 
that 1 had been too early an intruder, when a wench 
came to fetch away the basket, and recommend to 
my courtesies a red and green gentleman in a cage, 
who answered all my advances by croaking out, 
“ You’re a fool—you’re a fool, I tell you!” until, 
upon my word, I began to think the creature was 
in the right. At last my friend arrived, a little 
overheated. He had been taking a turn at golf, to 
prepare him for “ colloquy sublime. ” And where¬ 
fore not ? since the game, with its variety of odds, 
lengths, bunkers, tee’d balls, and so on, may be 
no inadequate representation of the hazards at¬ 
tending literary pursuits. In particular, those 
formidable buffets, which make one ball spin 
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through the air like a rifle-shot, and strike another 
down into the very earth it is placed upon, by the 
maladroitness or the malicious purpose of the 
player — what are they but parallels to the fa¬ 
vourable or depreciating notices of the reviewers, 
who play at golf with the publications of the sea¬ 
son, even as Altisidora, in her approach to the gates 
of the infernal regions, saw the devils playing at 
racket with the new books of Cervantes’ days. 

Well, every hour has its end. Five o’clock 
came, and my friend, with his daughters, and his 
handsome young son, who, though fairly buckled 
to the desk, is every now and then looking over 
his shoulder at a smart uniform, set seriously 
about satisfying the corporeal wants of nature; 
while I, stimulated by a nobler appetite after 
fame, wished that the touch of a magic wand 
could, without all the ceremony of picking and 
choosing, carving and slicing, masticating and 
swallowing, have transported a qiumtum sujficit of 
the good things on my friend’s hospitable board 
into the stomachs of those who surrounded it, to 
be there at leisure converted into chyle, while 
their thoughts were turned on higher matters. 
At length all was over. But the young ladies sat 
still, and talked of the music of the Freischutz, 
for nothing else was then thought of; so we dis¬ 
cussed the wild hunters’ song, and the tame 
hunters’ song, &c., in all which my young friends 
were quite at home. Luckily for me, all this 
horning and hooping drew on some allusion to 
the Seventh Hussars, which gallant regiment, I 
observe, is a more favourite theme with both Miss 
Catherine and her brother than with my old friend, 
who presently looked at his watch, and said some- 

voL. II. —10 
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thing significantly to Mr. James about office hours. 
The youth got up with the ease of a youngster that 
would be thought a man of fashion rather than of 
business, and endeavoured, with some success, to 
walk out of the room, as if the locomotion was 
entirely voluntary; Miss Catherine and her sisters 
left us at the same time, and now, thouglit I, my 
trial comes on. 

Header, did you ever, in the course of your life, 
cheat the courts of justice and lawyers, by agreeing 
to refer a dubious and important question to the 
decision of a mutual friend ? If so, you may have 
remarked the relative change which the arbiter 
undergoes in your estimation, when raised, though 
by your own free choice, from an ordinary acquain¬ 
tance, whose opinions were of as little consequence 
to you as yours to him, into a superior personage, 
on whose decision your fate must depend jiro tanto^ 
as my friend Mr. Fairscribe would say. His looks 
assume a mysterious if not a minatory expression; 
his hat has a loftier air, and his wig, if he w^ears 
one, a more formidable buckle. 

I felt, accordingly, that my good friend Fair- 
scribe, on the present occasion, had acejuired some¬ 
thing of a similar increase of consequence. But 
a week since, he had, in my opinion, been indeed 
an excellent-meaning man, perfectly com])etent to 
everything within his own profession, but immured 
at the same time among its forms and technicali¬ 
ties, and as incapable of judging of matters of taste 
as any mighty Goth whatsoever, of or belonging to 
the ancient Senate House of Scotland. But what 
of that ? I had made him my judge by my own 
election; and I have often observed that an idea of 
declining such a reference, on account of his own 
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consciousness of incompetency, is, as it perRaps 
ought to be, the last which occurs to the referee 
himself. He that has a literary work subjected to 
his judgment by the author immediately throws 
his mind into a critical attitude, though the sub¬ 
ject be one which he never before thought of. No 
doubt the author is well qualified to select his own 
judge, and why should the arbiter whom he has 
chosen doubt his own talents for condemnation or 
acquittal, since he has been doubtless picked out 
by his friend, from his indubitable reliance on 
their competence ? Surely, the man who wrote the 
production is likely to know the person best quali¬ 
fied to judge of it. 

Whilst these thoughts crossed my brain, I kept 
my eyes fixed on my good friend, whose motions 
appeared unusually tardy to me, while he ordered a 
bottle of particular claret, decanted it with scrupu¬ 
lous accuracy with his own hand, caused his old 
domestic to bring a saucer of olives, and chips of 
toasted bread, and thus, on hospitable thoughts in¬ 
tent, seemed to me to adjourn the discussion which 
I longed to bring on, yet feared to precipitate, 

“ He is dissatisfied, ” thought I, “ and is ashamed 
to show it, afraid doubtless of hurting my feelings. 
What had I to do to talk to him about anything save 
charters and sasines ? — Stay, he is going to begin. ” 

“ We are old fellows now, Mr. Croftangry,” said 
my landlord; " scarcely so fit to take a poor quart 
of claret between us, as we would have been in 
better days to take a pint, in the old Scottish 
liberal acceptation of the phrase. Maybe you 
would have liked me to have kept James to help 
us. But if it is not on a holiday or so, I think it 
is best he should observe office hours. ” 
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Here the discourse was about to fall. I relieved 
it by saying, Mr. James was at the happy time of 
life when he had better things to do than to sit 
over the bottle. ** I suppose, ” said I, “ your son is 
a reader. ” 

“ Um — yes — James may be called a reader in 
a sense; but I doubt there is little solid in his 
studies — poetry and plays, Mr. Croftangry, all 
nonsense — they set his head a-gadding after the 
army, when he should be minding his business ” 

I suppose, then, that romances do not find 
much more grace in your eyes than dramatic and 
poetical compositions ? ” 

“ Deil a bit, deil a bit, Mr. Croftangry, nor his¬ 
torical productions either. There is too much 
fighting in history, as if men only were brought 
into this world to send one another out of it. It 
nourishes false notions of our being, and chief and 
proper end, Mr. Croftangry. ” 

Still all this was general, and I became deter¬ 
mined to bring our discourse to a focus. “ I am 
afraid, then, 1 have done very ill to trouble you 
with my idle manuscripts, Mr. Fairscribe; but 
you must do me the justice to remember, that I 
had nothing better to do than to amuse myself by 
writing the sheets I put into your hands the other 
day. I may truly plead — 

I left no calling for this idle trade.” 

“ I cry your mercy, Mr. Croftangry, ” said my 
old friend, suddenly recollecting — “ yes, yes, I 
have been very rude; but I had forgotten entirely 
that you had taken a spell yourself at that idle 
man’s trade.” 

“I suppose,” replied I, “you, on your side. 



PREFATORY. 


245 


have been too busy a man to look at my poor 
Chronicles ? ” 

“ No, no,” said my friend, “ I am not so bad as 
that neither. I have read them bit by bit, just as 
I could get a moment’s time, and I believe I shall 
very soon get through them.” 

“ Well, my good friend ? ” said I, interrogatively. 

And “ Welly Mr. Oroftangry, ” cried he, “ I really 
think you have got over the ground very tolerably 
well. I have noted down here two or three bits of 
things, which I presume to be errors of the press, 
otherwise it might be alleged, ])erhaps, that you did 
not fully pay that attention to the grammatical rules 
which one would desire to see rigidly observed. ” 

I looked at my friend’s notes, which, in fact, 
showed that in one or two grossly obvious passages 
I had left uncorrected such solecisms in grammar. 

“ Well, well, I own my fault; but, setting apart 
these casual errors, how do you like the matter 
and the manner of what I have been writing, Mr. 
Fairscribe ? ” 

“Why,” said my friend, pausing, with more 
grave and important hesitation than I thanked 
him for, “ there is not much to be said against the 
manner. The style is terse and intelligible, Mr. 
Oroftangry, very intelligible; and that I consider 
as the first point in everything that is intended to 
be understood. There are, indeed, here and there 
some flights and fancies, which I comprehended 
with difficulty; but I got to your meaning at last. 
There are people that are like ponies; their judg¬ 
ments cannot go fast, but they go sure.” 

“ That is a pretty clear proposition, my friend; 
but then how did you like the meaning when you 
did get at it ? or was that, like some ponies, too 
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difficult to catch, and, when catched, not worth 
the trouble ? ” 

“ I am far from saying that, my dear sir, in 
respect it would be downright uncivil; but since 
you ask my opinion, I wish you could have 
thought about something more appertaining to civil 
policy, than all this bloody work about shooting 
and dirking, and downright hanging. I am told 
it was the Germans wdio first brought in such a 
practice of choosing their heroes out of the Por- 
teous Roll; ^ but, by my faith, we are like to be 
upsides with tliem. The first was, as I am credibly 
informed, Mr. Scolar, as they call him; a scholar¬ 
like piece of work he has made of it, with his 
robbers and thieves. ” 

“Schiller,” said I, “my dear sir, let it be 
Schiller. ” 

“ Shiller, or what you like,” said Mr. Fair- 
scribe ; “ I found the book where I wish I had 
found a better one, and that is, in Kate's work- 
basket. I sat down, and, like an old fool, began 
to read; but there, I grant, you have the better of 
Shiller, Mr. Croftangry. ” 

“ I should be glad, my dear sir, that you really 
think I have approached that admirable author; 
even your friendly partiality ought not to talk of 
my having excelled him. ” 

“ But I do say you have excelled him, Mr. 
Croftangry, in a most material particular. For 
surely a book of amusement should be something 
that one can take up and lay down at pleasure; 
and I can say justly, I was never at the least loss 
to put aside these sheets of yours when business 
came in the way. But, faith, this Shiller, sir, 
^ List of criminal indictments, so termed in Scotland. 
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does not let you off so easily. I forgot one ap¬ 
pointment on particular business, and I wilfully 
broke through another, that I might stay at home 
and finish his confounded book, which, after all, 
is about two brothers, the greatest rascals I ever 
heard of. The one, sir, goes near to murder his 
own father, and the other (which you would think 
still stranger) sets about to debauch his own wife. ” 

“ I find, then, Mr. Fairscribe, that you have no 
taste for the romance of real life, no pleasure in 
contemplating those spirit-rousing impulses, which 
force men of fiery passions upon great crimes and 
great virtues ? ” 

“ Why, as to that, I am not just so sure. But 
then, to mend the matter,” continued the critic, 
“ you have brought in Higlilanders into every 
story, as if you were going back again, xclis et 
remis, into the old days of Jacobitism. I must 
speak my plain mind, Mr. Croftangry. I cannot 
tell what innovations in Kirk and State may be 
now proposed, but our fathers were friends to both, 
as they were settled at the glorious Revolution, 
and liked a tartan plaid as little as they did a 
white surplice. I wish to Heaven, all this tartan 
fever bode well to the Protestant succession and 
the Kirk of Scotland.” 

“ Both too well settled, I hope, in the minds of 
the subject, ” said I, “ to be affected by old remem¬ 
brances, on which we look back as on the portraits 
of our ancestors, without recollecting, while we 
gaze on them, any of the feuds by which the origi¬ 
nals were animated while alive. But most happy 
should I be to light upon any topic to supply the 
place of the Highlands, Mr. Fairscribe. I have 
been just reflecting that the theme is becoming a 
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little exhausted, and your experience may perhaps 
supply ”- 

“ Ha, ha, ha — m?/ experience supply! ” inter¬ 
rupted Mr. Fairscribe, with a laugh of derision. 
“ Why, you might as well ask my son James's 
experience to supply a case about thirlage. No, 
no, my good friend, I have lived by the law^ and 
in the law, all my me: and when you seek the 
impulses that mak e soldiers desert ai^ shoot thei r 
sergeants and corfTorals, and HiLdilaiid drove rs 
dirk English graziers, to^ prove themselves men 
of fiery passions, it is not to a man like me you 
should come. I could tell you some tricks of my 
own trade, perhaps, and a queer story or two of 
estates that have been lost and recovered. But, 
to tell you the truth, I think you might do with 
your Muse of Fiction, as you call her, as many an 
honest man does with his own sons in flesh and 
blood. ” 

“ And how is that, my dear sir ? ” 

“ Smid her to India, to be sure. T hat is the 
^rue i^ace1?or a iScot to t hrive in; and you carry 
^ur story nitv years back^ as . there is nothinior to 
Tiinder you, you will find as much s hooting and 
stabbing the re as ever was in the wild Highlands . 
If you want rogues, as they are so much in fashion 
with you, you have that gallant caste of adven¬ 
turers, who laid down their consciences at the 
Cape of Good Hope as they went out to India, and 
forgot to take them up again when they returned. 
Then, for great exploits, you have in the old his¬ 
tory of India, before Europeans were numerous 
there, the most wonderful deeds, done by the least 
possible means, that perhaps the annals of the 
world can afford." 





PREFATORY. 


249 


“ I know it, ” said I, kindling at the ideas his 
speech inspired. “ I remember, in the delightful 
pages of Orme, the interest which mingles in his 
narratives, from the very small number of English 
which are engaged. Each officer of a regiment 
becomes known to you by name, nay, the non¬ 
commissioned officers and privates acquire an indi¬ 
vidual share of interest. They are distinguished 
among the natives like the Spaniards among the 
Mexicans. What do I say ? They are like Homer's 
demigods among the warring mortals. Men like 
Clive and Caillaud influenced great event s, like 
Jove himself. Inferior officers are like Mars or 
Neptune, and the sergeants and corporals might 
well pass for demigods. Then the various reli¬ 
gious costumes, habits, and manners of the people 
of Hindostan — the patient Hindoo, the warlike 
Rajpoot, the haughty Moslemah, the savage and 
vindictive Malay — Glorious and unbounded sub¬ 
jects! The only objection is, that I have never 
been there, and know nothing at all about them. ” 

" Nonsense, my good friend. You will tell us 
about them all the better that you know nothing 
of what you are saying; and come, weTl finish 
the bottle, and wIipt] TCafin rVimt - ftirfnrp 
assembl y) has given us tea, she will tell you the 
outline of the story of poor Menie Gray, whose 
picture you will see in th e drawing-room.^ a>4is- 
tant rela tion of u ry''1!g:theFsr^who h^. how ever, 
a liandsome part of cousin Menie's succession. 
There are none living that can be hurt by the story 
now, though it was thought best to smother it up 
at the time, as indeed even the whispers about it 
led poor cousin Menie to live very retired. I 
mind her well when a child. There was some- 
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thing very gentle, but rather tiresome, about poor 
cousin Menie. ” 

When we came into the drawing-room, my 
friend pointed to a picture which I had before 
noticed, without, however, its having attracted 
more than a passing look; now I regarded it with 
more attention. It was one of those portraits of 
the middle of the eighteenth century, in which 
artists endeavoured to conquer the stiffness of 
hoops and brocades by throwing a fancy drapery 
around the figure, with loose folds like a mantle 
or dressing-gown, the stays, however, being re¬ 
tained, and the bosom displayed in a manner 
which shows that our mothers, like their daugh¬ 
ters, were as liberal of their charms as the nature 
of their dress might permit. To this, the well- 
known style of the period, the features and form 
of the individual added, at first sight, little in¬ 
terest. It represented a handsome woman of 
about thirty, her hair wound simply about her 
head, her features regular, and her complexion 
fair. But on looking more closely, especially after 
having had a hint that the original had been 
the heroine of a tale, I could observe a melan¬ 
choly sweetness in the countenance, that seemed 
to speak of woes endured, and injuries sustained, 
with that resignation which women can and do 
sometimes display under the insults and ingrati¬ 
tude of those on whom they have bestowed their 
affections. 

“ Yes, she was an excellent and an ill-used 
woman,” said Mr. Fairscribe, his eye fixed like 
mine on the picture — “ She left our family not 
less, I dare say, than five thousand pounds, and I 
believe she died worth four times that sum; but 
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it was divided among the nearest of kin, which 
was all fair. ” 

" But her history, Mr. Fairscribe, ” said I — “to 
judge from her look, it must have been a melan¬ 
choly one.” 

“ You may say that, Mr. Croftangry. Melan¬ 
choly enougli, and extraordinary enough too — 
But, ” added he, swallowing in haste a cup of the 
tea which was presented to him, “ I must away 
to my business — we cannot be gowffing all the 
morning, and telling old stories all the afternoon. 
Katie knows all the outs and the ins of cousin 
Menie’s adventures as well as I do, and when she 
has given you the particulars, then I am at your 
service, to condescend more articulately upon dates 
or particulars. ” 

Well, here was I, a gay old bachelor, left to 
hear a love-tale from my young frien d Katie Fair - 
scribe, who, when she is not surrounded by a 
bevy of gallants, at which time, to my thinking, 
she shows less to advantage, is as pretty, well 
behaved, and unaffected a girl as you see tripping 
the new walks of Princes Street or Heriot Row. 
Old bachelorship so decided as mine has its pri¬ 
vileges in such a tete-a-tete, providing you are, or 
can seem for the time, perfectly good-humoured 
and attentive, and do not ape the manners of your 
younger years, in attempting which you will only 
make yourself ridiculous. I don’t pretend to be 
so indifferent to the company of a pretty young 
woman as was desired by the poet, who wished to 
sit beside his mistress — 

As unconceni’d as when 
Her infant beauty could beget 
Nor happiness nor pain. 
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On the contrary, I can look on beauty and inno¬ 
cence, as something of which I know and esteem 
the value, without the desire or hope to make 
them my own. A young lady can afford to talk 
with an old stager like me without either artifice 
or affectation; and we may maintain a species of 
friendship, the more tender, perhaps, because we 
are of different sexes, yet with which that distinc¬ 
tion has very little to do. 

Now, I hear my wisest and most critical neigh¬ 
bour remark, " Mr. Croftangry is in the way of 
doing a foolish thing. He is well to pass — Old 
Fairscribe knows to a penny what he is w^orth, 
and Miss Katie, with all her airs, may like the 
old brass that buys the new pan. I thought Mr. 
Croftangry was looking very cadgy when he came 
in to play a rubber with us last night. Poor gen¬ 
tleman, I am sure I should be sorry to see him 
make a fool of himself.” 

Spare your compassion, dear madam, there is 
not the least danger. The heaux yeux de ma 
cassette are not brilliant enough to make amends 
for the spectacles which must supply the dimness 
of my own. I am a little deaf, too, as you know 
to your sorrow when we are partners; and if I 
could get a nymph to marry me with all these 
imperfections, who the deuce would marry Janet 
M‘Evoy ? and from Janet M‘Evoy Chrystal Croft¬ 
angry will not part. 

Miss Katie Fairscribe gave me the tale of MftniP. 
jQiajt^with much taste and simplicity, not attempt¬ 
ing to suppress the feelings, whether of grief or 
resentment, which justly and naturally arose from 
the circumstances of the tale. Her father after¬ 
wards confirmed the principal outlines of the story, 



PREFATORY. 


253 


and furnished me with some additional circum¬ 
stances, which Miss Katie had suppressed or for¬ 
gotten. Indeed, I have learned on this occasion, 
what old Liiitot meant when he told Pope, that 
he used to propitiate the critics of importance, 
when he had a work in the press, by now and 
then letting them see a sheet of the blotted proof, 
or a few leaves of the original manuscript. Our 
mystery of authorship hath something about it so 
fascinating, that if you admit any one, however 
little he may previously have been disposed to 
such studies, into your confidence, you will find 
that he considers himself as a party interested, 
and, if success follows, will think himself entitled 
to no inconsiderable share of the praise. 

The reader has seen that no one could have been 
naturally less interested than was my excellent 
friend Fairscribe in my lucubrations, when I first 
consulted him on the subject; but since he has 
contributed a subject to the work, he has become 
a most zealous coadjutor; and half ashamed, I be¬ 
lieve, yet half proud of the literary stock-company, 
in which he has got a share, he never meets me 
without jogging my elbow, and dropping some 
mysterious hints, as, " I am saying — when will 
you give us any more of yon ? ” — or, “ Yon’s not 
a bad narrative — I like yon.” 

Pray Heaven the reader may be of his opinion. 


November 1827. 




THE SERaEON’S DAEGHTER. 


OHAPTEE I. 

When fainting Nature call’d for aid, 

And hovering Death prepared the blow 
His vigorous remedy display’d 

The power of Art without the show ; 

In Misery’s darkest caverns known, 

His useful care was ever nigh, 

Where hopeless Anguish pour’d his groan. 

And lonely Want retired to die ; 

No summons mock’d by cold delay, 

No petty gains disclaim’d by pride. 

The modest wants of every day 
The toil of every day supplied, 

Samukl Johnson. 

The exquisitely beautiful portrait which the 
Eambler has painted of his friend Levett well 
describes Gideon Gray, and many other village 
doctors, from whom Scotland reaps more benefit, 
and to whom she is perhaps more ungrateful, than 
to any other class of men, excepting her school¬ 
masters. 

Such a rural man of medicine is usually the in¬ 
habitant of some petty borough or village, which 
forms the central point of his practice. But, be¬ 
sides attending to such cases as the village may 
afford, he is day and night at the service of every 
one who may command his assistance within a 
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circle of forty miles in diameter, untraversed by 
roads in many directions, and including moors, 
mountains, rivers, and lakes. For late and dan¬ 
gerous journeys through an inaccessible country 
for services of the most essential kind, rendered at 
the expense, or risk at least, of his own health 
and life, the Scottish village doctor receives at 
best a very moderate recompense, often one which 
is totally inadequate, and very frequently none 
whatsoever. He has none of the ample resources 
proper to the brothers of the profession in an Eng¬ 
lish town. Tlie burgesses of a Scottish borough 
are rendered, by their limited means of luxury, 
inaccessible to gout, surfeits, and all the com¬ 
fortable chronic diseases, which are attendant on 
wealth and indolence. Four years, or so, of ab¬ 
stemiousness enable them to stand an election 
dinner; and there is no hope of broken heAds 
among a score or two of quiet electors, who settle 
the business over a table. There the mothers of 
the state never make a point of pouring, in the 
course of every revolving year, a certain quantity 
of doctor’s stufl’through the bowels of their beloved 
children. Every old woman, from the Townhead 
to the Townfit, can prescribe a dose of salts, or 
spread a plaster; and it is only when a fever or a 
palsy renders matters serious, that the assistance 
of the doctor is invoked by his neighbours in the 
borough. 

But still the man of science cannot complain 
of inactivity or want of practice. If he does not 
find patients at his door, he seeks them through 
a wide circle. Like the ghostly lover of Burger’s 
Leonora, he mounts at midnight, and traverses in 
darkness paths which, to those less accustomed to 
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them, seem formidable in daylight, through straits 
where the slightest aberration would plunge him 
into a morass, or throw him over a precipice, on 
to cabins which his horse might ride over without 
knowing they lay in his way, unless he happened 
to fall through the roofs. When he arrives at 
such a stately termination of his journey, where 
his services are required, either to bring a wretch 
into the world, or prevent one from leaving it, the 
scene of misery is often such, that far from touch¬ 
ing the hard-saved shillings which are gratefully 
offered to him, he bestows his medicines as well 
as his attendance — for charity. I have heard the 
celebrated traveller Mungo Park, who had expe¬ 
rienced both courses of life, rather give the pre¬ 
ference to travelling as a discoverer in Africa, than 
to wandering by night and day the wilds of his 
native land in the capacity of a country medical 
practitioner. He mentioned having once upon a 
time rode forty miles, sat up all night, and suc¬ 
cessfully assisted a woman under influence of the 
primitive curse, for which his sole remuneration 
was a roasted potato and a draught of buttermilk. 
But his was not the heart which grudged the 
labour that relieved human misery. In short, 
there is no creature in Scotland that works harder 
and is more poorly requited than the country 
doctor, unless perhaps it may be his horse. Yet 
the horse is, and indeed must be, hardy, active, 
and indefatigable, in spite of a rough coat and 
indifferent condition; and so you will often find 
in his master, under an unpromising and blunt 
exterior, professional skill and enthusiasm, intel¬ 
ligence, humanity, courage, and science. 

Ms.. Gid eon Gray, surgeon in the village of 
vou u. —17 


2s8 the SURGEON’S DAUGHTER. 

Middlemas, situated in one of the midland coun- 
ties ol Scotland, led the rough, active, and ill- 
rewarded course of life which we have endeavoured 
to describe. He was a man between forty and 
fifty, devoted to his profession, and of such reputa¬ 
tion in the medical world, that he had been more 
than once, as opportunities occurred, advised to 
exchange Middlemas, and its meagre circle of prac¬ 
tice, for some of the larger towns in Scotland, or 
for Edinburgh itself. This advice he had always 
declined. He was a plain blunt man, who did 
not love restraint, and was unwilling to subject 
himself to that which was exacted in polite so¬ 
ciety. He had not himself found out, nor had 
any friend hinted to him, that a slight touch of 
the cynic, in manner and habits, gives the physi¬ 
cian, to the common eye, an air of authority which 
greatly tends to enlarge his reputation. Mr . Gray , 
or, as the country people called him, Ddc t^ Gmy 
(he might hold the title by diploma for\^at I 
know, though he only claimed the rank of Master 
of Arts), had few wants, and these were amply 
supplied by a professional income which generally 
approached two hundred pounds a year, for which, 
upon an average, he travelled about five thousand 
miles on horseback in the course of the twelve 
months. Hay, so liberally did this revenue sup¬ 
port himself and his ponies, called Pestle and 
Mortar, which he exercised alternately, that he 
too k_a damsel to sha re it. Jean Watson^ namely, 
t he cherry-cheeked daughter of an honest farmer. 
who being herself one of twelve children, who had 
been brought up on an income of fourscore pounds 
a year, never thought there could be poverty in 
more than double the sum; and looked on Gray, 
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though now termed by irreverent youth the Old 
Doctor, as a very advantageous match. For several 
years they had no children, and it seemed as if 
Dr. Gray, who had so often assisted the efforts 
of the goddess Lucina, was never to invoke her in 
his own behalf. Yet his domestic roof was, on a 
remarkable occasion, decreed to be the scene where 
the goddess’s art was required. 

Late of an autumn evening three old women 
might be observed plying their aged limbs through 
the single street of the village at Middlemas 
towards the honoured door (d), which, fenced off 
from the vulgar causeway, was defended by a 
broken paling, enclosing two slips of ground, half 
arable, half overrun with an abortive attempt at 
shrubbery. The door itself was blazoned with the 
name of Gideon Gray, M.A., Surgeon, &c. &c. 
Some of the idle young fellows, who had been a 
minute or two before loitering at the other end of 
the street before the door of the alehouse (for the 
pretended inn deserved no better name), now ac¬ 
companied the old dames with shouts of laughter, 
excited by their unwonted agility; and with bets 
on the winner, as loudly expressed as if they had 
been laid at the starting-post of Middlemas races. 
" Half a mutchkin on Luckie Siinson! ” — " Auld 
Peg Tamson against the field! ” — Mair speed, 
Alison Jaup, ye’ll tak the wind out of them yet! ” 
— “ Canny against the hill, lasses, or we may have 
a brusten auld carline amang ye! ” These, and a 
thousand such gibes, rent the air, without being 
noticed, or even heard, by the anxious racers, 
whose object of contention seemed to be, which 
should first reach the Doctor’s door. 

“ Guide us, Doctor, what can be the matter 
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now ? ” said Mrs. Gray, whose character was that 
of a good-natured simpleton. " Here’s Peg Tarn- 
son, Jean Simson, and Alison Jaup, running a race 
on the hie street of the burgh! ” 

The Doctor, who had but the moment before 
hung his wet greatcoat before the fire (for he was 
just dismounted from a long journey), hastened 
downstairs, auguring some new occasion for his 
services, and happy, that, from the character of 
the messengers, it was likely to be within burgh, 
and not landward. 

He had just reached the door as Luckie Simson. 
one of thp. rncp.rs^ arr^i vcd in the little area before 
it. She had got the start, and kept it, but at the 
expense, for the time, of her power of utterance; 
for when she came in presence of the Doctor, she 
stood blowing like a grampus, her loose toy flying 
back from her face, making the most violent efforts 
to speak, but without the power of uttering a 
single intelligible word. Peg Thomson whipped 
Oi^JbfiforeJber. 

" The leddy, sir, the leddy ** — 

“ Instant help, instant help ” —screeched, rather 
than uttered, JU i soa Jagp; while Luckie Simson, 
who had certainly won the race, found words to 
claim the prize which had set them all in motion. 
“ And I hope, sir, you will recommend me to be 
the sick-nurse; I was here to bring you the tidings 
lang before ony o’ thae lazy queans. ” 

Loud were the counter protestations of the two 
competitors, and loud the laugh of the idle loona 
who listened at a little distance. 

“ Hold your tongue, ye flyting fools, ” said the 
Doctor; " and you, ye idle rascals, if I come out 
among you ” — So saying, he smacked his long- 
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lashed whip with great emphasis, producing much 
the effect of the celebrated Quos e^go of Neptune, 
in the first -^neid. “ And now, ” said the Doctor, 
" where, or who, is this lady ? ” 

The question was scarce necessary; for a plain 
carriage, with four horses, came at a foot’s-pace 
towards the door of the Doctor's house, and the 
old women, now more at their ease, gave the 
Doctor to understand that the gentleman thought 
the accommodation of the Swan Inn totally unfit 
for his lady's rank and c^clition, and had, by 
their advice (each claiming the merit of the sug¬ 
gestion), brought her here, to experience the hos¬ 
pitality of the west-room ; — a spare apartment, in 
which Dr. Gray occasionally accommodated such 
patients as he desired to keep for a space of time 
under his own eye. 

There were two persons only in the vehicle. 
The one, a gentleman in a riding-dress, sprang out, 
and, having received from the Doctor an assurance 
that the lady would receive tolerable accommo¬ 
dation in his house, he lent assistance to his 
companion to leave the carriage, and with great 
apparent satisfaction saw her safely deposited in a 
decent sleeping-apartment, and under the respect¬ 
able charge of the Doctor and his lady, who assured 
him once more of every species of attention. To 
bind their promise more firmly, the stranger slipped 
a purse of twenty guineas (for this story chanced 
in the golden age) into the hand of the Doctor, as 
an earnest of the most liberal recompense, and 
requested he would spare no expense in providing 
all that was necessary or desirable for a person in 
the lady's condition, and for the helpless being 
to whom she might immediately be expected to 
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give birth. He then said he would retire to the 
inn, where he begged a message might instantly 
acquaint him with the expected change in the 
lady's situation. 

“ She is of rank, ” he said, “ and a foreigner; 
let no expense be spared. We designed to have 
reached Edinburgh, but were forced to turn off 
the road by an accident. ” Once more he said, ‘‘ Let 
no expense be spared, and manage that she may 
travel as soon as possible.” 

" That, ” said the Doctor, " is past my control. 
Nature must, not be hurried, and she avenges 
herself of every attempt to do so. ” 

“ But art, ” said the stranger, “ can do much, ” 
and he proffered a second purse, which seemed as 
heavy as the first. 

" Art, ” said the Doctor, “ may be recompensed, 
but cannot be purchased. You have already paid 
me more than enough to take the utmost care I 
can of your lady; should I accept more money, it 
could only be for promising, by implication at 
least, what is beyond my power to perform. Every 
possible care shall be taken of your lady, and that 
affords the best chance of her being speedily able 
to travel. —Now, go you to the inn, sir, for I may 
be instantly wanted, and we have not yet provided 
either an attendant for the lady, or a nurse for the 
child; but both shall be presently done. ” 

“ Yet a moment, Doctor — what languages do 
you understand ? ” 

“ Latin and French I can speak indifferently, 
and so as to be understood; and I read a little 
Italian. ” 

“ But no Portuguese or Spanish ? ” continued the 
stranger. 
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“No, sir.” 

“ That is unlucky. But you may make her 
understand you by means of French. Take notice, 
you are to comply with her request in everything 
— if you want means to do so, you may apply 
to me. ” 

“ May I ask, sir, by what name the lady is to 
be”- 

“ It is totally indifferent, ” said the stranger, 
interrupting the question; “ you shall know it at 
more leisure.” 

So saying, he threw his ample cloak about him, 
turning himself half round to assist the operation, 
with an air which the Doctor would have found 
it difficult to imitate, and walked down the street 
to the little inn. Here he paid and dismissed the 
postilions, and shut himself up in an apartment, 
ordering no one to be admitted till the Doctor 
should call. 

The Doctor, when he returned to his patient’s 
apartment, found his wife in great surprise, which, 
as is usual with persons of her character, was not 
unmixed with fear and anxiety. 

“ She cannot speak a word like a Christian 
being,” said Mrs. Gray. 

“ I know it, ” said the Doctor. 

“ But she threeps to keep on a black fause-face, 
and skirls if we offer to take it away. ” 

“ Well then, let her wear it — What harm will 
it do ? ” 

“ Harm, Doctor! Was ever honest woman 
brought to bed with a fause-face on ? ” 

“ Seldom, perhaps. But, Jean, my dear, those 
who are not quite honest must be brought to bed 
all the same as those who are, and we are not to 
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endanger the poor thing’s life by contradicting her 
whims at present. ” 

Approaching the sick woman’s bed, he observed 
that she indeed wore a thin silk mask, of the kind 
which do such uncommon service in the elder 
comedy; such as women of rank still wore in 
travelling, but certainly never in the situation of 
this poor lady. It would seem she had sustained 
importunity on the subject, for when she saw the 
Doctor she put her hand to her face, as if she was 
afraid he would insist on pulling off the vizard. 
He hastened to say, in tolerable French, that her 
will should be a law to them in every respect, and 
that she was at perfect liberty to wear the mask 
till it was her pleasure to lay it aside. She under¬ 
stood him; for she replied, by a very imperfect 
attempt, in the same language, to express her gra¬ 
titude for the permission, as she seemed to regard 
it, of retaining her disguise. 

The Doctor proceeded to other arrangements; 
and, for the satisfaction of those readers who may 
love minute information, we record that Luckie 
Simson, the first in the race, carried as a prize the 
situation of sick-nurse beside the delicate patient; 
that Peg Thomson was permitted the privilege of 
recommending her good-daughter. Bet Jamieson, 
to be wet-nurse; and an oe, or grandchild, of 
Luckie Jaup was hired to assist in the increased 
drudgery of the family; the Doctor thus, like 
a practised minister, dividing among his trusty 
adherents such good things as fortune placed at 
his disposal. 

About one in the morning the Doctor made his 
appearance at the Swan Inn, and acquainted the 
stranger gentleman that he wished him joy of 
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being the father of a healthy boy, and that the 
mother was, in the usual phrase, as well as could 
be expected. 

The stranger heard the news with seeming satis¬ 
faction, and then exclaimed, " He must be chris¬ 
tened, Doctor! he must be christened instantly! ” 
There can be no hurry for that, ” said the 
Doctor. 

“ We think otherwise,” said the stranger, cut¬ 
ting his argument short. “ I am a Catholic, 
Doctor, and as I may be obliged to leave this place 
before the lady is able to travel, I desire to see my 
child received into the pale of the Church. Tliere 
is, I understand, a Catholic priest in this wretched 
place ? ” 

There is a Catholic gentleman, si r. Mr. Good- 
riche, who is reported to be in orders. ” 

” 1 coi^end your caution. Doctor,” said the 
stranger: it is dangerous to be too positive on 
any subject. I will bring that same Mr. Good- 
riche to your house to-morrow. ” 

Gray hesitated for a moment. ' ' T am a Preshy- 
Jberian Protestant, sir.” he said., '' a friend to the 
constitution as established in Church^nd State^ a s 
lhave IT good right , having drawn his Majes^s 
]^g,yr-GFod bless him, tor four years, as surgeon's 
mate in the Cameronian regiment, as my regi¬ 
mental Bible and commission can testify. But 
although I be bound especially to abhor all traf¬ 
ficking or trinketing with Papists, yet I will not 
stand in th'e way of a tender conscience. Sir, you 
may call with Mr. Goodriche, when you please, 
at my house; and undoubtedly, you being, as I 
suppose, the father of the child, you will arrange 
matters as you please; only, I do not desire to be 
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thought an abettor or countenancer of any part of 
the Popish ritual. ” 

“ Enough, sir, ” said the stranger, haughtily, 
" we understand each other. ” 

The next day he appeared at the Doctor's house 
with Mr. Goodriche, and two persons understood 
to belong to that reverend gentleman's commu¬ 
nion. The party were shut up in an apartment 
with the infant, and it may be presumed that 
the solemnity of baptism was administered to 
the unconscious being, thus strangely launched 
upon the world. When the priest and witnesses 
had retired, the strange gentleman informed Mr. 
Gray, that, as the lady had been pronounced 
unfit for travelling for several days, he was 
himself about to leave the neighbourhood, but 
would return thither in the space of ten days, 
when he hoped to find his companion able to 
leave it. 

“ And by what name are we to call the child 
and mother ? ” 

" But it must have some surname — so must the 
lady — She cannot reside in my house, yet be 
without a name. ” 

" Call them by the name of your town here — 
Middlemas^ I think it is ?" 

“ Yes, sir." 

" the name of the 

mother, and Richard Middlemas,of the child — 
and I am Matthew Middlemas. ^a t your service. 
This,” he continued, “will provide Mrs. Mid¬ 
dlemas in everything she may wish to possess — 
or assist her in case of accidents. ” With that he 
placed £100 in Mr. Gray's hand, who rather 



THE SURGEON’S DAUGHTER. 267 

scrupled receiving it, saying, “ He supposed the 
lady was qualified to be her own purse-bearer. ” 

“ The worst in the world, I assure you. Doctor, ** 
replied the stranger. " If she wished to change 
that piece of paper, she would scarce know how 
many guineas she should receive for it. No, Mr. 
Gray, I assure you you will find Mrs. Middleton 
— Middlemas — what did I call her — as ignorant 
of the affairs of this world as any one you have 
met with in your practice: So you will please to 
be her treasurer and administrator for the time, 
as for a patient that is incapable to look after her 
own affairs. ” 

This was spoke, as it struck Dr. Gray, in rather 
a haughty and supercilious manner. The words 
intimated nothing in themselves, more than the 
same desire of preserving incognito which might 
be gathered from all the rest of the stranger’s con¬ 
duct ; but the manner seemed to say, “ I am not a 
person to be questioned by any one — What I say 
must be received without comment, how little 
soever you may believe or understand it.” It 
strengthened Gray in his opinion, that he had 
before him a case either of seduction, or of private 
marriage, betwixt persons of the very highest 
rank; and the whole bearing, both of the lady and 
the gentleman, confirmed his suspicions. It was 
not in his nature to be troublesome or inquisitive, 
but he could not fail to see that the lady wore no 
marriage-ring; and her deep sorrow and perpetual 
tremor seemed to indicate an unhappy creature, 
who had lost the protection of parents, without 
acquiring a legitimate right to that of a husband. 
He was therefore somewhat anxious when Mr. 
Middlemas, after a private conference of some 



268 THE SURGEON’S DAUGHTER. 

length with the lady, bade him farewell. It is 
true, he assured him of his return within ten days, 
being the very shortest space which Gray could be 
prevailed upon to assign for any prospect of the 
lady being moved with safety. 

“ I trust in Heaven that he will return, ” said 
Gray to himself, " but there is too much mystery 
about all this, for the matter being a plain and 
well-meaning transaction. If he intends to treat 
this poor thing, as many a poor girl has been used 
before, I hope that my house will not be the scene 
in which he chooses to desert her. The leaving 
the money has somewhat a suspicious aspect, and 
looks as if my friend were in the act of making 
some compromise with his conscience. Well — I 
must hope the best. Meantime my path plainly 
is to do what I can for the poor lady's benefit.” 

Mr. Gray visited his patient shortly after Mr. 
Middlemas's departure — as soon, indeed, as he 
could be admitted. He found her in violent agi¬ 
tation. Gray's experience dictated the best mode 
of relief and tranquillity. He caused her infant 
to be brought to her. She wept over it for a long 
time, and the violence of her agitation subsided 
under the influence of parental feelings, which, 
from her appearance of extreme youth, she must 
have experienced for the first time. 

The observant physician could, after this pa¬ 
roxysm, remark that his patient's mind was chiefly 
occupied in computing the passage of the time, 
and anticipating the period when the return of her 
husband — if husband he was — might be expected. 
She consulted almanacs, inquired concerning dis¬ 
tances, though so cautiously as to make it evident 
she desired to give no indication of the direction 
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of her companion’s journey, and repeatedly com¬ 
pared her watch with those of others; exercising, 
it was evident, all that delusive species of mental 
arithmetic by which mortals attempt to accelerate 
the passage of Time while they calculate his pro¬ 
gress. At other times she wept anew over her 
child, which was by all judges pronounced as 
goodly an infant as needed to be seen; and Gray 
sometimes observed that she murmured sentences 
to the unconscious infant, not only the words but 
the very sound and accents of which were strange 
to him, and which, in particular, he knew not to 
be Portuguese. 

Mr. Goodriche, the Catholic priest, demanded 
access to her upon one occasion. She at first 
declined his visit, but afterwards received it, under 
the idea, perhaps, that he might have news from 
Mr. Middlemas, as he called himself. The inter¬ 
view was a very short one, and the priest left the 
lady’s apartment in displeasure, which his pru¬ 
dence could scarce disguise from Mr. Gray. He 
never returned, although the lady’s condition 
would have made his attentions and consolations 
necessary, had she been a member of the Catholic 
Church. 

O ur Doct or began at length to susp ect his fair 
guest was a Je wess, who h ad yieldea up her"^- 
s on and ail'ections to one of a different religio n; 
and the peculiar style of her beautiful countenance 
went to enforce this opinion. The circumstance 
made no difference to Gray, who saw only her 
distress and desolation, and endeavoured to remedy 
both to the utmost of his power. He was, how¬ 
ever, desirous to conceal it from his wife, and the 
others around the sick person, whose prudence and 
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liberality of thinking might be more justly 
doubted. He therefore so regulated her diet, that 
she could not be either offended, or brought under 
suspicion, by any of the articles forbidden by the 
Mosaic law being presented to her. In other 
respects than what concerned her health or con¬ 
venience, he had but little intercourse with her. 

The space passed within which the stranger’s 
return to the burgh had been so anxiously expected 
by his female companion. The disappointment 
occasioned by his non-arrival was manifested in 
the convalescent by inquietude, which was at first 
mingled with peevishness, and afterwards with 
doubt and fear. When two or three days had 
passed without message or letter of any kind, Gray 
himself became anxious, both on his own account 
and the poor lady’s, lest the stranger should have 
actually entertained the idea of deserting this 
defenceless and probably injured woman. He 
longed to have some communication with her, 
which might enable him to judge what inquiries 
could be made, or what else was most fitting to 
be done. But so imperfect was the poor young 
woman’s knowledge of the French language, and 
perhaps so unwilling she herself to throw any 
light on her situation, that every attempt of this 
kind proved abortive. When Gray asked ques¬ 
tions concerning any subject which appeared to 
approach to explanation, he observed she usually 
answered him by shaking her head, in token of 
not understanding what he said; at other times 
by silence and with tears, and sometimes referring 
him to Monsieur, 

For Monsieur8 arrival, then. Gray began to 
become very impatient, as that which alone could 
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put an end to a disagreeable species of mystery, 
which the good company of the burgh began now 
to make the principal subject of their gossip; 
some blaming Gray for taking foreign landloupers ^ 
into his house, on the subject of whose morals the 
most serious doubts might be entertained; others 
envying the “ bonny hand” the Doctor was like 
to make of it, by having disposal of the wealthy 
stranger’s travelling funds; a circumstance which 
could not be well concealed from the public, when 
the honest man’s expenditure for trifling articles 
of luxury came far to exceed its ordinary bounds. 

The conscious probity of the honest Doctor enabled 
him to despise this sort of tittle-tattle, though 
the secret knowledge of its existence could not be 
agreeable to him. He went his usual rounds with 
his usual perseverance, and waited with patience 
until time should throw light on the subject and 
history of his lodger. It was now the fourth week 
after her confinement, and the recovery of the 
stranger might be considered as perfect, when 
Gray, returning from one of his ten-mile visits, 
saw a post-chaise and four horses at the door. 
“ This man has returned,” he said, “ and my sus¬ 
picions have done him less than justice.” With 
that he spurred his horse, a signal which the 
trusty steed obeyed the more readily as its pro¬ 
gress was in the direction of the stable door. But 
when, dismounting, the Doctor hurried into his 
own house, it seemed to him that the departure as 
well as the arrival of this distressed lady was 
destined to bring confusion to his peaceful dwell¬ 
ing. Several idlers had assembled about his door, 
and two or three had impudently thrust themselves 
1 Strollers. 
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forward almost into the passage, to listen to a con¬ 
fused altercation which was heard from within. 

The Doctor hastened forward, the foremost of 
the intruders retreating in confusion on his ap¬ 
proach, while he caught the tones of his wife's 
voice, raised to a pitch which he knew, by ex¬ 
perience, boded no good; for Mrs. Gray, good- 
humoured and tractable in general, could sometimes 
perform the high part in a matrimonial duet. 
Having much more confidence in his wife's good 
intentions than her prudence, he lost no time in 
pushing into the parlour, to take the matter into 
his own hands. Here he found his helpmate at 
the head of the whole militia of the sick lady's 
apartment — that is, wet nurse, and sick nurse, 
and girl of all work — engaged in violent dispute 
with two strangers. The one was a dark-featured 
elderly man, with an eye of much sharpness and 
severity of expression, which now seemed partly 
quenched by a mixture of grief and mortification. 
The other, who appeared actively sustaining the dis¬ 
pute with Mrs. Gray, was a stout, bold-looking, hard- 
faced person, armed with pistols, of which he made 
rather an unnecessary and ostentatious display. 

“ Here is my husband, sir," said Mrs. Gray in a 
tone of triumph, for she had the grace to believe 
the Doctor one of the greatest men living, —“ here 
is the Doctor — let us see what you will say 
now." 

“Why, just what I said before, ma'am," an¬ 
swered the man, “ which is, that my warrant must 
be obeyed. It is regular, ma'am, regular. ” 

So saying, he struck the forefinger of his right 
hand against a paper which he held towards Mrs. 
Gray with his left. 
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“ Address yourself to me, if you please, sir, ” 
said the Doctor, seeing that he ought to lose no 
time in removing the cause into the proper court. 
“ I am the master of this house, sir, and I wish to 
know the cause of this visit. ” 

“ My business is soon told, ” said the man. “ I 
am a king’s messenger, and this lady has treated 
me as if I was a baron-bailie’s officer. ” 

That is not the question, sir, ” replied the 
Doctor. “ If you are a king’s messenger, where is 
your warrant, and what do you propose to do 
here ? ” At the same time he whispered the little 
wen ch to call Mr. Lawford, the town-clerk., to 
come thither as fast as he possibly could. The 
good-daughter of Peg Thomson started off with an 
activity worthy of her mother-in-law. 

“ There is my warrant, ” said the official, “ and 
you may satisfy yourself. ” 

‘‘ The shameless loon dare not tell the Doctor 
his errand,” said Mrs. Gray exultingly. 

“ A bonny errand it is,” said old Luckie Simson, 
“ to carry away a lying-in woman, as a gled ^ would 
do a clocking-hen! ” 

“ A woman no a month delivered! ” echoed the 
nurse Jamieson. 

‘‘ Twenty-four days eight hours and seven mi¬ 
nutes to a second,” said Mrs. Gray. 

The Doctor having looked over the warrant, 
which was regular, began to be afraid that the 
females of his family, in their zeal for defending 
the character of their sex, might be stirred up into 
some sudden fit of mutiny, and therefore com¬ 
manded them to be silent. 

“ This, ” he said, “ is a warrant for arresting the 

1 Or kite. 

VOL. II. —18 
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bodies of Richard Tresha m and of Zilia de M oncada. 
on account of fiigh treaso^ Sir, I have served his 
Majesty, and this is not a house in which traitors 
are harboured. I know nothing of any of these 
two persons, nor have I ever heard even their 
names. ” 

“ But the lady whom you have received into 
your family, ” said the messenger, “ is Zilia de 
Moncada. and here stands her father, Matthias de 
Moncada, who will make oath to it. ” 

** If this be true,” said Mr. Gray, looking to¬ 
wards the alleged officer, " you have taken a sin¬ 
gular duty on you. It is neither my habit to deny 
my own actions, nor to oppose the laws of the 
land. There is a lady in this house slowly re¬ 
covering from confinement, having become under 
this roof the mother of a healthy child. If she 
be the person described in this warrant, and this 
gentleman’s daughter, I must surrender her to 
the laws of the country.” 

Here the Esculapian militia were once more in 
motion. 

“ Surrender, Dr. Gray! It’s a shame to hear 
you speak, and you that lives by women and 
weans, abune your other means! ” so exclaimed 
his fair better part. ^ 

“ I wonder to hear the Doctor ! ” said the 
younger nurse. “ There’s no a wife in the town 
would believe it o’ him.” 

" I aye thought the Doctor was a man till this 
moment,” said Luckie Simson; “but I believe 
him now to be an auld wife, little baulder than 
mysell; and I dinna wonder now that poor Mrs. 
Gray ”- 

“ Hold your peace, you foolish women, ” said the 
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Doctor. “ Do you think this business is not bad 
enough already, that you are making it worse with 
your senseless claver?^ — Gentlemen, this is a 
very sad case. Here is a warrant for a high crime 
against a poor creature, who is little fit to be 
moved from one house to another, much more 
dragged to a prison. I tell you plainly, that I 
think the execution of this arrest may cause her 
death. It is your business, sir, if you be really 
her father, to consider what you can do to soften 
this matter, rather than drive it on. ” 

“ Better death than dishonour, ” replied the 
stern-looking old man, with a voice as harsh as 
his aspect; “ and you, messenger, ” he continued, 

“ look what you do, and execute the warrant at 
your peril. ” 

“ You hear, ” said the man, appealing to the 
Doctor himself, “ I must have immediate access to 
the lady. ” 

“ In a lucky time, ” said Mr. Gray, “ here comes 
the tQwn-qlerk . — You are very welco me. Mr. 
Lawford._ Your opinion here is much wanted as 
a man of law, as well as of sense and humanity. 
I was never more glad to see you in all my life. ” 

He then rapidly stated the case; and the mes¬ 
senger, understanding the new-comer to be a man 
of some authority, again exhibited his warrant. 

“ This is a very sufficient and valid warrant, 
Dr. Gray, ” replied the man of law. “ Neverthe¬ 
less, if you are disposed to make oath, that instant 
removal would be unfavourable to the lady's health, 
unquestionably she must remain here, suitably 
guarded. ” 

“ It is not so much the mere act of locomotion 

^ Tattling. 
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which I am afraid of, ” said the surgeon; " but I 
am free to depone, on soul and conscience, that 
the shame and fear of her father’s anger, and the 
sense of the affront of such an arrest, with terror 
for its consequences, may occasion violent and 
dangerous illness — even death itself.” 

“ The father must see the daughter, though they 
may have quarrelled, ” said Mr. Lawford; “ the 
officer of justice must execute his warrant, though 
it should frighten the criminal to death; these 
evils are only contingent, not direct and immediate 
consequences. You must give up the lady, Mr. 
Gray, though your hesitation is very natural. ” 

“ At least, Mr. Lawford, I ought to be certain 
that the person in my house is the party they 
search for.” 

“ Admit me to her apartment, ” replied the man 
whom the messenger termed Monc^ada. ^ 

The messenger, whom the presence of Lawford 
had made something more placid, began to become 
impudent once more. He hoped, he said, by 
means of his female prisoner, to acquire the in¬ 
formation necessary to apprehend the more guilty 
person. If more delays were thrown in his way, 
that information might come too late, and he 
would make all who were accessory to such delay 
responsible for the consequences. 

" And I,” said Mr. Gray, " though I were to be 
brought to the gallows for it, protest, that this 
course may be the murder of my patient. — Can 
bail not be taken, Mr. Lawford?” 

" Not in cases of high treason,” said the official 
person; and then continued in a confidential tone, 
“ Come, Mr. Gray, we all know you to be a person 
well affected to our Eoyal Sovereign King George 
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and the Government; but you must not push this 
too far, lest you bring yourself into trouble, which 
everybody in Middlemas would be sorry for. The 
been so far gone by, but we can 
of warrants of high treason — 
ay, and ladies of quality committed upon such 
charges. But they were all favourably dealt with 
— Lady Ogilvy, Lady Macintosh, Flora Mac¬ 
donald, and all. No doubt this gentleman knows 
what he is doing, and has assurances of the young 
lady’s safety — So you must just jouk and let the 
jaw gae by, as we say. ” 

“Follow me, then, gentlemen,” said Gideon, 
“ and you shall see the young lady; ” and then, 
his strong features working with emotion at an¬ 
ticipation of the distress which he was about to 
inflict, he led the way up the small staircase, and 
opening the door, said to Mongada, who had fol¬ 
lowed him, “ This is your daughter’s only place of 
refuge, in which I am, alas! too weak to be her 
protector. Enter, sir, if your conscience will 
permit yon. ” 

The stranger turned on him a scowl, into which 
it seemed as if he would willingly have thrown 
the power of the fabled basilisk. Then, stepping 
proudly forward, he stalked into the room. He 
was followed by Lawford and Gray at a little 
distance. The messenger remained in the door¬ 
way. The unhappy young woman had heard the 
disturbance, and guessed the cause too truly. It 
is possible she might even have seen the strangers 
on their descent from the carriage. When they 
entered the room, she was on her knees, beside an 
easy-chair, her face in a silk wrapper that was 
hung over it. The man called Mon(jada uttered 
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a single word; by the accent it might have been 
something equivalent to wretch, but none knew its 
import. The female gave a convulsive shudder, 
such as that by which a half-dying soldier is 
affected on receiving a second wound. But with¬ 
out minding her emotion, Mon(jada seized her by 
the arm, and with little gentleness raised her to 
her feet, on which she seemed to stand only 
because she was supported by his strong grasp. 
He then pulled from her face the mask which she 
had hitherto worn. The poor creature still en¬ 
deavoured to shroud her face, by covering it with 
her left hand, as the manner in which she was 
held prevented her from using the aid of the right. 
With little effort her father secured that hand 
also, wliich, indeed, was of itself far too little to 
serve the purpose of concealment, and showed her 
beautiful face, burning with blushes and covered 
with tears. 

“ You, Alcalde, and you. Surgeon, ” he said to 
Lawford and Gray, with a foreign action and 
accent, " this woman is my daughter, the same 
Zilia Mon^ada who is signalled in that protocol. 
Make way, and let me carry her where her crimes 
may be atoned for. ” 

“Are you that person’s daughter?” said Law- 
ford to the lady. 

“ She understands no English, ” said Gray; and 
addressing his patient in French, conjured her to 
let him know whether she was that man’s daughter 
or not, assuring her of protection if the fact were 
otherwise. The answer was murmured faintly, 
but was too distinctly intelligible — “ He was her 
father. ” 

All further title of interference seemed now 
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ended. The messenger arrested his prisoner, and, 
with some delicacy, required the assistance of the 
females to get her conveyed to the carriage in 
waiting. 

Gray again interfered.—“You will not," he 
said, “ separate the mother and the infant ? ” 

Zilia de Mon(;ada hear d the question (which, 
being addressed to the father, Gray had incon¬ 
siderately uttered in French), and it seemed as if 
it recalled to her recollection the existence of the 
helpless creature to which she had given birth, 
forgotten for a moment amongst the accumulated 
horrors of her father’s presence. She uttered a 
shriek, expressing poignant grief, and turned her 
eyes on her father with the most intense suppli¬ 
cation. 

“ To the parish with the bastard! ** said Mon- 
(jada; while the helpless mother sank lifeless into 
the arms of the females, who had now gathered 
round her. 

“ That will not pass, sir, ’’ said Gideon. — “ If 
you are father to that lady, you must be grand¬ 
father to the helpless child; and you must settle 
in some manner for its future provision, or refer 
us to some responsible person.” 

Monc^ada looked towards Lawford, who expressed 
himself satisfied of the propriety of what Gray 
said. 

“ I object not to pay for whatever the wretched 
child may require, ” said he; “ and if you, sir, ” 
addressing Gray, “ choose to take charge of him, 
and breed him up, you shall have what will better 
your living. ” 

The Doctor was about to refuse a charge so un¬ 
civilly offered; but after a moment’s reflection he 
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replied, “ I think so indifferently of the proceed¬ 
ings I have witnessed, and of those concerned in 
them, that if the mother desires that I should 
retain the charge of this child, I will not refuse to 
do so. ” 

Mon^ada spoke to his daughter, who was just 
beginning to recover from her swoon, in the same 
language in which he had first addressed her. 
The proposition which he made seemed highly 
acceptable, as she started from the arms of the 
females, and, advancing to Gray, seized his hand, 
kissed it, bathed it in her tears, and seemed re¬ 
conciled, even in parting with her child, by the 
consideration, that the infant was to remain under 
his guardianship. 

"Good, kind man,” she said in her indifferent 
French, " you have saved both mother and child. ” 

The father, meanwhile, with mercantile delibe¬ 
ration, placed in Mr, Lawford's hands notes and 
bills to the amount of a thousand pounds, which 
he stated was to be vested for the child’s use, and 
advanced in such portions as his board and edu¬ 
cation might require. In the event of any cor¬ 
respondence on his account being necessary, as in 
case of death or the like, he directed that com¬ 
munication should be made to Signor Matthias 
Mon^ada, under cover to a certain banking-house 
in London. 

“ But beware, ” he said to Gray, " how you 
trouble me about these concerns, unless in case 
of absolute necessity.” 

" You need not fear, sir, ” replied Gray; " I 
have seen nothing to-day which can induce me to 
desire a more intimate correspondence with you 
than may be indispensable,” 
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While Lawford drew up a proper minute of this 
transaction, by which he himself and Gray were 
named trustees for the child, Mr. Gray attempted 
to restore to the lady the balance of the conside¬ 
rable sum of money which Tresham (if such was 
his real name) had formerly deposited with him. 
With every species of gesture, by which hands, 
eyes, and even feet could express rejection, as well 
as in her own broken French, she repelled the pro¬ 
posal of reimbursement, while she entreated that 
Gray would consider the money as his own pro¬ 
perty ; and at the same time forced upon him a ring 
set with brilliants, which seemed of considerable 
value. The father then spoke to her a few stern 
words, which she heard with an air of mingled 
agony and submission. 

“ I have given her a few minutes to see and 
weep over the miserable being which has been 
the seal of her dishonour,” said the stern father. 
" Let us retire and leave her alone. — You, ” to the 
messenger, ‘‘ watch the door of the room on the 
outside. ” 

Gray, Lawfordj and Moncjada retired to the 
parlour accordingly, where they waited in silence, 
each busied with his own reflections, till, within 
the space of half an hour, they received informa¬ 
tion that the lady was ready to depart. 

“ It is well, ” replied Mon^ada; “ I am glad she 
has yet sense enough left to submit to that which 
needs must be. ” 

So saying, he ascended the stair, and returned, 
leading down his daughter, now again masked and 
veiled. As she passed Gray, she uttered the words 
— “ My child, my child! ” in a tone of unutterable 
anguish; then entered the carriage, which was 
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drawn up as close to the door of the Doctor’s house 
as the little enclosure would permit. The mes¬ 
senger, mounted on a led horse, and accompanied 
by a servant and assistant, followed the carriage, 
which drove rapidly off, taking the road which 
leads to Edinburgh. All who had witnessed this 
strange scene now departed to make their con¬ 
jectures, and some to count their gains; for money 
had been distributed among the females who had 
attended on the lady, with so much liberality, as 
considerably to reconcile them to the breach of the 
rights of womanhood inflicted by the precipitate 
removal of the patient. 



CHAPTEE IL 


The last cloud of dust which the wheels of the 
carriage had raised was dissipated, when dinner, 
which claims a share of human thoughts even in 
the midst of the most marvellous and affecting 
incidents, recurred to those of Mrs. Gray. 

“ Indeed, Doctor, you will stand glowering out 
of the window till some other patient calls for 
you, and then have to set off without your din¬ 
ner ; — and I hope Mr. Lawford will take pot-luck 
with us, for it is just his own hour; and indeed 
we had something rather better than ordinary for 
this poor lady — lamb and spinage, and a veal 
Florentine. ” 

The surgeon started as from a dream, and joined 
in his wife’s hospitable request, to which Lawford 
willingly assented. 

We will suppose the meal finished, a bottle of 
old and generous Antigua upon the table, and a 
modest little punch-bowl, judiciously replenished 
for the accommodation of the Doctor and his guest. 
Their conversation naturally turned on the strange 
scene which they had witnessed, and the Town- 
clerk took considerable merit for his presence of 
mind. 

I am thinking. Doctor, ” said he, " you might 
have brewed a bitter browst to yourself if I had 
not come in as I did.” 
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" Troth, and it might very well so be, ” answered 
Gray; “ for, to tell you the truth, when I saw 
yonder fellow vapouring with his pistols among 
the women folk in my own house, the old Came- 
ronian spirit began to rise in me, and little thing 
would have made me cleek to the poker. ” 

“ Hoot! hoot! that would never have done. 
Na, na, ” said the man of law, “ this was a case 
where a little prudence was worth all the pistols 
and pokers in the world.” 

" And that was just what I thought when I sent 
to you. Clerk Lawford, ” said the Doctor. 

“ A wiser man he could not have called on to a 
difficult case,” added Mrs. Gray, as she sat with 
her work at a little distance from the table. 

“ Thanks t'ye, and here’s t'ye, my good neigh¬ 
bour, ” answered the scribe; " will you not let me 
help you to another glass of punch, Mrs. Gray ? ” 
This being declined, he proceeded. “ I am ja- 
lousing that the messenger and his warrant were 
just brought in to prevent any opposition. Ye saw 
how quietly he behaved after I had laid down the 
law — I’ll never believe the lady is in any risk 
from him. But the father is a dour chield; 
depend upon it, he has bred up the young filly on 
the curb-rein, and that has made the poor thing 
start off the course. I should not be surprised that 
he took her abroad, and shut her up in a convent. ” 
“ Hardly, ” replied Dr. Gray, “ if it be true, as 
I suspect, that both the father and daaightpr ar p 
of the Je wish ppr'niftnirm ” 

A Jew! " said Mrs. Gray; and have I been 
taking a’ this fyke about a Jew ? — I thought she 
seemed to gie a scunner at the eggs and bacon 
that Nurse Simson spoke about to her. But I 
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thought Jews had aye had lang beards, and yon 
man’s face is just like one of our ain folks — I 
have seen the Doctor with a langer beard himsell, 
when he has not had leisure to shave. ” 

“That might have been Mr. Mon^ada’s case,” 
said Lawford, “ for he seemed to have had a hard 
journey. But the Jews are often very respectable 
people, Mrs. Gray — they have no territorial pro¬ 
perty, because the law is against them there, but 
they have a good hank in the money market — 
plenty of stock in the funds, Mrs. Gray, and, 
indeed, I think this poor young woman is better 
with her ain father, though he be a Jew and a 
dour chield into the bargain, than she would have 
been with the loon that wranged her, who is, by 
your account. Dr. Gray, baith a papist and a rebel. 
The Jews are well attached to government; they 
hate the Pope, the Devil, and the Pretender, as 
much as any honest man among ourselves.” 

“ I cannot admire either of the gentlemen, ” said 
Gideon. “ But it is but fair to say, that I saw 
Mr. Monqada when he was highly incensed, and 
to all appearance not without reason. Now, this 
other man Tresham, if that be his name, was 
haughty to me, and I think something careless of 
the poor young woman, just at the time when he 
owed her most kindness, and me some thankful-? 
ness. I am, therefore, of your opinion. Clerk 
Lawford, that the Christian is the worse bargain 
of the two.” 

“ And you think of taking care of this wean 
yourself, Doctor? That is what I call the good 
Samaritan. ” 

“ At cheap cost, Clerk. The child, if it lives, 
has enough to bring it up decently, and set it out 
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in life, and I can teach it an honourable and useful 
profession. It will be rather an amusement than 
a trouble to me, and I want to make some re¬ 
marks on the childish diseases, which, with God’s 
blessing, the child must come through under 
my charge; and since Heaven has sent us no 
children ”- 

“ Hoot, hoot! ” said the Town-clerk, “ you are in 
ower great a hurry now — you have na been sae 
lang married yet. — Mrs. Gray, dinna let my 
daffing chase you away — we will be for a dish 
of tea belive, for the Doctor and I are nae glass- 
breakers. ” 

Four years after this conversation took place, 
the event happened, at the possibility of which 
the Town-clerk had hinted; and Mrs. Gray pre¬ 
sented her husband with an infant daughter. But 
good and evil are strangely mingled in this sub¬ 
lunary world. The fulfilment of his anxious 
longing for posterity was attended with the loss 
of his simple and kind-hearted wife; one of the 
most heavy blows which fate could inflict on poor 
Gideon, and his house was made desolate even by 
the event which had promised for months before 
to add new comforts to its humble roof. Gray felt 
the shock as men of sense and firmness feel a 
decided blow, from the effects of which they never 
hope again fully to raise themselves. He dis¬ 
charged the duties of his profession with the same 
punctuality as ever, was easy, and even, to ap¬ 
pearance, cheerful in his intercourse with society; 
but the sunshine of existence was gone. Every 
morning he missed the affectionate charges which 
recommended to him to pay attention to his own 
health while he was labouring to restore that 
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blessing to his patients. Every evening, as he 
returned from his weary round, it was without 
the consciousness of a kind and affectionate recep¬ 
tion from one eager to tell, and interested to hear, 
all the little events of the day. His whistle, which 
1 used to arise clear and strong so soon as Middlemas 
steeple was in view, was now for ever silenced, and 
the rider’s head drooped, while the tired horse, 
lacking the stimulus of his master’s hand and 
voice, seemed to shuffle along as if it experienced 
a share of his despondency. There were times 
when he was so much dejected as to be unable to 
endure even the presence of his little Menie, in 
whose infant countenance he could trace the linea¬ 
ments of the mother, of whose loss she had been 
the innocent and unconscious cause. “ Had it not 
been for this poor child ” —he would think ; but, 
instantly aware that the sentiment was sinful, 
he would snatch the infant to his breast, and load 
it with caresses — then hastily desire it to be 
removed from the parlour. 

The Mahomedans have a fanciful idea^ that the_ 
true believer, in liis passage to Uaradise, is under, 
the necessity of nassing barefooted ov er a bridge 
composed ot red- hot iron. ( 6) But on this occasion, 
all the pieces ot paper wliich the Moslem has pre¬ 
served during his life, lest some holy thing being 
written upon them might be profaned, arrange 
themselves between his feet and the burning 
metal, and so save him from injury. In the same 
manner, the effects of kind and benevolent actions 
are sometimes found, even in this world, to assuage 
the pangs of subsequent afflictions. 

Thus, the greatest consolation which poor Gideon 
could find after his heavy deprivation, was in the 



288 


THE SUEGEON^S DAUGHTER. 


frolic fondness of Richard Middlemas, the child 
who was in so singular a manner thrown upon his 
charge. Even at this early age he was eminently 
handsome. When silent or out of humour, his 
dark eyes and striking countenance presented some 
recollections of the stern character imprinted on 
the features of his supposed father; but when he 
was gay and happy, which was much more fre¬ 
quently the case, these clouds were exchanged for 
the most frolicsome, mirthful expression, that ever 
dwelt on the laughing and thoughtless aspect of a 
child. He seemed to have a tact beyond his years 
in discovering and conforming to the peculiarities 
of human character. His nurse, one prime object 
of Richard’s observance, was Nurse Jamieson, or, 
as she was more commonly called for brevity, and 
'par excellence, Nurse. This was the person who 
had brought him up from infancy. She had lost 
her own child, and soon after her husband, and 
being thus a lone woman, had, as used to be com¬ 
mon in Scotland, remained a member of Dr. Gray’s 
family. After the death of his wife, she gra¬ 
dually obtained the principal superintendence of 
the whole household; and being an honest and 
capable manager, was a person of very great impor¬ 
tance in the family. 

She was bold in her temper, violent in her 
feelings, and, as often happens with those in 
her condition, was as much attached t o Richard 
Jliddlemas, whom she had once nursed at her 
bosom, as if he had been her own son. This affec¬ 
tion the child repaid by all the tender attentions 
of which his age was capable. 

vLittle Dick was al so distinguished by the fondest 
andltindest attachment to his guardian illld bene- 
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factor, Dr. Gray. He was officious in the right 
time and place, quiet as a lamb when his patron 
seemed inclined to study or to muse, active and 
assiduous to assist or divert him whenever it 
seemed to be wished, and, in choosing his oppor¬ 
tunities, he seemed to display an address far 
beyond his childish years. 

As time passed on, this pleasing character 
seemed to be still more refined. In everything 
like exercise or amusement, he was the pride and 
the leader of the boys of the place, over the most of 
whom his strength and activity gave him a decided 
superiority. At school his abilities were less dis¬ 
tinguished, yet he was a favourite with the master, 
a sensible and useful teacher. 

“ Richard is not swift, ” he used to say to his 
patron. Dr. Gray, but then he is sure; and it is 
impossible not to be pleased with a child who is 
so very desirous to'give satisfaction. ” 

Young Middlemas’s grateful affection to his 
patron seemed to increase with the expanding of 
his faculties, and found a natural and pleasing 
mode of displaying itself in his attentions to little 
Menie^ Gray. Her slightest hint was Richard’s 
law, and it was in vain that he was summoned 
forth by a hundred shrill voices to take the lead 
in hye-spye, or at football, if it was little Menie’s 
pleasure that he should remain within, and build 
card-houses for her amusement. At other times, 
he would take the charge of the little damsel 
entirely under his own care, and be seen wan¬ 
dering with her on the borough common, collecting 
wild flowers, or knitting caps made of bulrushes. 
Menie was attached to Dick Middlemas, in pro- 
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portion to his affectionate assiduities; and the 
father saw with pleasure every new mark of atten¬ 
tion to his child on the part of his protdgd. 

During the time that Eichard was silently 
advancing from a beautiful child into a fine boy, 
and approaching from a fine boy to the time when 
he must be termed a handsome youth, Mr. Gray 
wrote twice a year with much regularity to Mr. 
Monc^ada, through the channel that gentleman had 
pointed out. The benevolent man thought that if 
the wealthy grandfather could only see his rela¬ 
tive, of whom any family might be proud, he 
would be unable to persevere in his resolution of 
treating as an outcast one so nearly connected with 
him in blood, and so interesting in person and dis¬ 
position. Ho thought it his duty, therefore, to 
keep open the slender and oblique communication 
with the boy’s maternal grandfather, as that which 
might, at some future period, lead to a closer 
connection. Yet the correspondence could not, in 
other respects, be agreeable to a man of spirit like 
Mr. Gray. His own letters were as short as pos¬ 
sible, merely rendering an account of his ward’s 
expenses, including a moderate board to himself, 
attested by Mr. Lawford, his co-trustee; and inti¬ 
mating Richard’s state of health, and his progress 
in education, with a few words of brief but warm 
eulogy upon his goodness of head and heart. But 
the answers he received were still shorter. “ Mr. 
Mongada, ” such was their usual tenor, “ acknow¬ 
ledges Mr. Gray’s letter of such a date, notices 
the contents, and requests Mr. Gray to persist 
in the plan which he has hitherto prosecuted on 
the subject of their correspondence.” On occa¬ 
sions where extraordinary expenses seemed likely 
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to be incurred, the remittances were made with 
readiness. 

That day fortnight after Mrs. Gray’s death, 
fifty pounds were received, with a note intimating 
that it was designed to put the child E. M. into 
proper mourning. The writer had added two or 
three words, desiring that the surplus should be at 
Mr. Gray’s disposal, to meet the additional expenses 
of this period of calamity; but Mr. Moncjada had 
left the phrase unfinished, apparently in despair 
of turning it suitably into English. Gideon, with¬ 
out further investigation, quietly added the sum 
to the account of his ward’s little fortune, con¬ 
trary to the opinion of Mr. Lawford, who, aware 
that he was rather a loser than a gainer by the 
boy’s residence in his house, was desirous that his 
friend should not omit an opportunity of recovering 
some part of his expenses on that score. But Gray 
was proof against all remonstrance. 

As the boy advanced towards his fourteenth 
year, Dr. Gray wrote a more elaborate account 
of his ward’s character, acquirements, and capa¬ 
city. He added, that he did this for the pur¬ 
pose of enabling Mr. Mon(:;ada to judge how the 
young man’s future education should be directed. 
Eichard, he observed, was arrived at the point 
where education, losing its original and general 
character, branches off into different paths of 
knowledge, suitable to particular professions, and 
when it was therefore become necessary to deter¬ 
mine which of them it was his pleasure that 
young Richard should be trained for; and he 
would, on his part, do all he could to carry 
Mr. Mongada’s wishes into execution, since the 
amiable qualities of the boy made him as dear to 
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him, though but a guardian, as he could have been 
to his own father. 

The answer, which arrived in the course of a 
week or ten days, was fuller than usual, and writ¬ 
ten in the first person. — “ Mr. Gray, ” such was 
the tenor, “ our meeting has been under such cir¬ 
cumstances as could not make us favourably known 
to each other at the time. But I have the advan¬ 
tage of you, since, knowing your motives for en¬ 
tertaining an indifferent opinion of me, I could 
respect them, and you at the same time; whereas 
you, unable to comprehend the motives — I say, 
you, being unacquainted with the infamous treat¬ 
ment I had received, could not understand the 
reasons that I have for acting as I have done. 
Deprived, sir, by the act of a villain, of my child, 
and she despoiled of honour, I cannot bring myself 
to think of beholding the creature, however inno¬ 
cent, whose look must always remind me of hatred 
and of shame. Keep the poor child by you — 
educate him to your own profession, but take 
heed that he looks no higher than to fill such a 
situation in life as you yourself worthily occupy, 
or some other line of like importance. For the 
condition of a farmer, a country lawyer, a medical 
practitioner, or some such retired course of life, 
the means of outfit and education shall be amply 
supplied. But I must warn him and you, that any 
attempt to intrude himself on me further than I 
may especially permit, will be attended with the 
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order to learn if he had any choice among the 
professions thus opened to him; convinced, at 
the same time, from his docility of temper, that 
he would refer the selection to his (Dr. Gray’s) 
better judgment. 

He had previously, however, the unpleasing 
task of acquainting Richard Middlemas with the 
mysterious circumstances attending his birth, of 
which he presumed him to be entirely ignorant, 
simply because he himself had never communi¬ 
cated them, but had let the boy consider himself 
as the orphan child of a distant relation. But 
though the Doctor himself was silent, he might 
have remembered that "Nurse Jaminq nn 4 md the 
handsome enjoyment of her tongue, and was dis¬ 
posed to use it liberally 

From a very early period, Nurse Jamieson, 
amongst the variety of legendary lore which she 
instilled into her foster son, had not forgotten 
what she called the awful season of his coming 
into the world — the personable appearance of his 
father, a grand gentleman, who looked as if the 
whole world lay at his feet — the beauty of his 
mother, and the terrible blackness of the mask 
which she wore, her een that glanced like dia¬ 
monds, and the diamonds she wore on her fingers, 
that could be compared to nothing but her own 
een, the fairness of her skin, and the colour of 
her silk rokelay, with much proper stuff to the 
same purpose. Then she expatiated on the arrival 
0! his giandiathei, and the awinl man, armed 
with pistol, dirk, and claymore (the last weapons 
existed only in Nurse’s imagination), the very 
Ogre of a fairy tale — then all the circumstances 
of the carrying off his mother, while bank-notes 
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were flying about the house like screeds of brown 
paper, and gold guineas were as plenty as chuckie- 
stanes. All this, partly to please and interest the 
boy, partly to indulge her own talent for amplifi¬ 
cation, Nurse told with so many additional cir¬ 
cumstances, and gratuitous commentaries, that the 
real transaction, mysterious and odd as it certainly 
was, sank into tameness before the Nurse’s edition, 
like humble prose contrasted with the boldest 
flights of poetry. 

To hear all this did Richard seriously incline, 
and still more was he interested with the idea of 
his valiant fathe r coming for him une Yppf^tp^dly fit 
thejiead of a gallant regiment, with music p layi ^ 
'andT^lours flying, and carrying his son away on 
most beautiful p u n) " eye's " ever beheld: or his^ 
mother, bright as the day, might suddenly appear 
in her coach-and-six, to reclaim her beloved child; 
or his repentant grandfather, with his pockets 
stuffed out with bank-notes, would come to atone 
for his past cruelty, by heaping his neglected 
grandchild with unexpected wealth. Sure was 
Nurse Jamieson, “ that it wanted but a blink of 
her bairn’s bonny ee to turn their hearts, as Scrip¬ 
ture sayeth; and as strange things had been, as 
they should come a’thegither to the town at the 
same time, and make such a day as had never been 
seen in Middlemas; and then her bairn would 
never be called by that lowland name of Mid¬ 
dlemas any more, which sounded as if it had been 
gathered out of the town gutter; but would be 
called Galatian ^ (c), or Sir William Wallace, or 
Eobin Hood, or after some other of the great 
princes named in story-books. ” 

^ Galatian is a name of a person famous in Christmas gambols. 
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Nurse Jamieson’s history of the past, and pro¬ 
spects of the future, were too flattering not to 
excite the most ambitious visions in the mind of 
a boy who naturally felt a strong desire of rising 
in the world, and was conscious of possessing the 
powers necessary to his advancement. The inci¬ 
dents of his birth resembled those he found com¬ 
memorated in the tales which he read or listened 
to; and there seemed no reason why his own 
adventures should not have a termination corre¬ 
sponding to those of such veracious histories. In 
a word, while good Dr. Gray imagined that his 
pupil was dwelling in utter ignorance of his 
origin, Eichard was meditating upon nothing else 
than the time and means by which he anticipated 
his being extricated from the obscurity of his 
present condition, and enabled to assume the rank 
to which, in his own opinion, he was entitled by 
birth. 

So stood the feelings of the young man, when, 
one day after dinner, the Doctor, snuffing the 
candle, and taking from his pouch the great 
leathern pocketbook in which he deposited par¬ 
ticular papers, with a small supply of the most 
necessary and active medicines, he took from it 
Mr. Mon^ada’s letter, and requested Richard Mid- 
dlemas’s serious attention, while he told him some 
circumstances concerning himself which it greatly 
imported him to know. Richard’s dark eyes flashed 
fire — the blood flushed his broad and well-formed 
forehead — the hour of explanation was at length 
come. He listened to the narrative o ^^ (liHpmi 
which, the reader may believ e, being al- 
together divested of the gilding which Nurse 
Jamieson’s imagination had bestowed upon it, 
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and reduced to what mercantile men termed the 
needful, exhibited little more than the tale of a 
child of shame, deserted by its father and mother, 
and brought up on the reluctant charity of a more 
distant relation, who regarded him as the living 
though unconscious evidence of the disgrace of his 
family, and would more willingly have paid for 
the expenses of his funeral than that of the food 
which was grudgingly provided for him. “ Temple 
and tower, ” a hundred flattering edifices of Richard's 
childish imagination, went to the ground at once, 
and the pain which attended their demolition was 
rendered the more acute by a sense of shame that 
he should have nursed such reveries. He re¬ 
mained, while Gideon continued his explanation, 
in a dejected posture, his eyes fixed on the 
ground, and the veins of his forehead swollen 
with contending passions. 

“ And now, my dear Richard, ” said the good 
surgeon, " you must think what you can do for 
yourself, since your grandfather leaves you the 
choice of three honourable professions, by any of 
which, well and wisely prosecuted, you may be¬ 
come independent if not wealthy, and respectable 
if not great. You will naturally desire a little 
time for consideration.” 

“ Not a minute, ” said the boy, raising his head, 
and looking boldly at his guardian. “ I am a free¬ 
born Englishman, and will return to England if I 
think fit.” 

“A free-born fool you are,” said Gray. “You 
were born, as I think, and no one can know better 
than I do, in the blue room of Stevenlaw's Land, 
in the Town-head of Middlemas, if you call that 
being a free-born Englishman.” 
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" But Tom Hillary, ” — this was an apprentice 
of Clerk Lawford, who had of late been a great 
friend and adviser of young Middlemas — “ Tom 
Hillary says that I am a free-born Englishman, 
notwithstanding, in right of my parents. ” 

“ Pooh, child! what do we know of your pa¬ 
rents ? — But what has your being an Englishman 
to do with the present question ? ” 

" Oh, Doctor! ” answered the boy, bitterly, 
“ you know we from the south side of Tweed 
cannot scramble so hard as you do. The Scots 
are too moral, and too prudent, an d too robu st, 
f^ a poof pudding-eater to live amongst them, 
whether as a parson, or as a lawyer, or as a doctor 
— with your pardon, sir. ” 

“Upon my life, Dick,” said Gray, “this Tom 
Hillary will turn your brain. What is the 
meaning of all this trash ? ” 

“ Tom Hillary says that the parson lives by the 
sins of the people, the lawyer by their distresses, 
and the doctor by their diseases — always asking 
your pardon, sir. ” 

“ Tom Hillary, ” replied the Doctor, “ should be 
drummed out of the burgh. A whipper-snapper 
of an attorney's apprentice, run away from New¬ 
castle! If I hear him talking so. I'll teach him 
to speak with more reverence of the learned pro¬ 
fessions. Let me hear no more of Tom Hillary, 
whom you have seen far too much of lately. 
Think a little, like a lad of sense, and tell me 
what answer I am to give Mr. Monqada. ” 

“Tell him,” said the boy, the tone of affected 
sarcasm laid aside, and that of injured pride sub- 
stituted in its room —" tell him, that my soul 
revolts at the obscure lot he recommends to me. 
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I am determined to enter my father’s profession, 
the army, unless my grandfather chooses to receive 
me into his house, and place me in his own line 
of business. ” 

“ Yes, and make you his partner, I suppose, and 
acknowledge you for his heir ? ” said Dr. Gray — 
“ a thing extremely likely to happen, no doubt, 
considering the way in which he has brought you 
up all along, and the terms in which he now 
writes concerning you. ” 

“ Then, sir, there is one thing which I can 
demand of you, ” replied the boy. “ There is a 
large sum of money in your hands belonging to 
me; and since it is consigned to you for my use, 
I demand you should make the necessary advances 
to procure a commission in the army — account 
to me for the balance — and so, with thanks 
for past favours, I will give you no trouble in 
future. ” 

“ Young man, ” said the Doctor, gravely, " I am 
very sorry to see that your usual prudence and 
good humour are not proof against the disappoint¬ 
ment of some idle expectations which you had not 
the slightest reason to entertain. It is very true 
that there is a sum, which, in spite of various 
expenses, may still approach to a thousand pounds 
or better, which remains in my hands for your 
behoof. But I am bound to dispose of it according 
to the will of the donor; and, at any rate, you are 
not entitled to call for it until you come to years 
of discretion; a period from which you are six 
years distant, according to law, and which, in one 
sense, you will never reach at all, unless you alter 
your present unreasonable crotchets. But come, 
Dick, this is the first time I have seen you in so 
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absurd a humour, and you have many things, I 
own, in your situation to apologise for impatience 
even greater than you have displayed. But you 
should not turn your resentment on me, that am 
no way in fault. You should remember, that I 
was your earliest and only friend, and took charge 
of you when every other person forsook you.” 

‘‘I do not thank you for it,” said Richard, 
giving way to a burst of uncontrolled passion. 
" You might have done better for me had you 
pleased. ” 

“ And in what manner, you ungrateful boy ? ” 
said Gray, whose composure was a little ruffled. 

“ You might have flung me under the wheels 
of their carriages as they drove off, and have let 
them trample on the body of their child, as they 
have done on his feelings. ” 

So saying, he rushed out of the room, and shut 
the door behind him with great violence, leaving 
his guardian astonished at his sudden and violent 
change of temper and manner. 

“ What the deuce can have possessed him ? Ah, 
well. High-spirited, and disappointed in some 
follies which tha t T^m Hillary put in t^ his 
head. But his is a case for anodynes, and shall 
be treated accordingly. ” 

While the Doctor formed this good-natured 
resolution, young Middlemas rushed to Nurse 
Jamieson’s apartment , where poor Menie, 
• ^om his presence always gave holiday feelings, 
hastened to exhibit, for his admiration, a new ddl, 
of which she had made the acquisition. No one, 
generally, was more interested in Menie’s amuse¬ 
ments than Richard; but at present Richard, like 
his celebrated namesake, was not i’ the vein. He 
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threw ofif the little damsel so carelessly, almost so 
rudely, th^t the doll flew out of Menie^s hand, fell 
on the hearth-stone, and broke its waxen face. 
The rudeness drew from Nurse Jamieson a rebuke, 
even although the culprit was her darling. 

“ Hout awa*, Richard — that wasna like your- 
sell, to guide Miss Menie that gate. — Haud your 
tongue. Miss Menie, and I'll soon mend the 
baby's face. ” 

But if Menie cried, she did not cry for the doll; 
and while the tears flowed silently down her 
cheeks, she sat looking at Dick Middlemas with 
a childish face of fear, sorrow, and wonder. Nurse 
Jamieson was soon diverted from her attention to 
Menie Gray’s distresses, especially as she did not 
weep aloud, and her attention became fixed on the 
altered countenance, red eyes, and swollen features 
of her darling foster-child. She instantly com¬ 
menced an investigation into the cause of his 
distress, after the usual inquisitorial manner of 
matrons of her class. " What is the matter wi’ my 
bairn ? ” and “ Wha has been vexing my bairn ? ” 
with similar questions, at last extorted this reply: 

** I am not your bairn — I am no one’s bairn — 
no one’s son. I am an outcast from my family, 
and belong to no one. Dr. Gray has told me so 
himself. ” 

‘‘ And did he cast up to my bairn that he was a 
bastard ?—troth, he was na blate — my certie, your 
father was a better man than ever stood on the 
Doctor’s shanks — a handsome grand gentleman, 
with an ee like a gled’s, and a step like a High¬ 
land piper. ” 

Nurse Jamieson had got on a favourite topic, 
and would have expatiated long enough, for she 
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was a professed admirer of masculine beauty, but 
there was something which displeased the boy in 
her last simile; so he cut the conversation short, 
by asking whether she knew exactly how much 
money his grandfather had left with Dr. Gray for 
his maintenance. “ She could not say — didna 
ken — an awfu’ sum it was to pass out of ae man’s 
hand — She was sure it wasna less than ae hundred 
pounds, and it might weel be twa. ” In short, she 
knew nothing about the matter; “ but she was 
sure Dr. Gray would count to him to the last far¬ 
thing ; for everybody kend that he was a just man 
where siller was concerned. However, if her bairn 
wanted to ken mair about it, to be sure the Town- 
clerk could tell him all about it. ” 

PipharH MiMrUr^wnr arose and left the apart¬ 
ment, without saying more. He went immediately 
to visi t the old Town-clerk, to w hom he had made 
himself acceptable, as, indeed, he had done to 
most of the dignitaries about the burgh. He in¬ 
troduced the conversation by the proposal which 
had been made to him for choosing a profession, 
and after speaking of the mysterious circumstances 
of his birth, and the doubtful prospects which lay 
before him, he easily led the Town-clerk into 
conversation as to the amount of the funds, and 
heard the exact state of the money in his guar¬ 
dian’s hands, which corresponded with the infor¬ 
mation he had already received. He next sounded 
the worthy scribe on the possibility of his going 
into the army, but received a second confirmation 
of the intelligence Mr. Gray had given him; being 
informed that no part of the money could be 
placed at his disposal till he was of age, and then 
not without the especial consent of both his guar- 
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dians, and particularly that of his master. He 
therefore took leave of the Town-clerk, who, much 
approving the cautious manner in which he spoke, 
and his prudent selection of an adviser at this 
important crisis of his life, intimated to him that, 
should he choose the law, he would himself receive 
him into his office, upon a very moderate appren¬ 
tice-fee, and would part with Tom Hillary to make 
room for him, as the lad was " rather pragmatical, 
and plagued him with speaking about his English 
practice, which they had nothing to do with on 
this side of the Border — the Lord be thanked! ” 

Middlemas thanked him for his kindness, and 
promised to consider his kind offer, in case he 
should determine upon following the profession of 
the law. 

From Tom Hillary’s master Richard went to 
Tom Hillary himself, who chanced then to be in 
the office. He was a lad about twenty, as smart 
as small, but distinguished for the accuracy with 
which he dressed his hair, and the splendour of 
a laced hat and embroidered waistcoat, with which 
he graced the cliurch of Middlemas on Sundays. 
Tom Hillary had been bred an attorney’s clerk in 
Newcastle-upon-Tyne, but, for some reason or 
other, had found it more convenient of late years 
to reside in Scotland, and was recommended to the 
Town-clerk of Middlemas, by the accuracy and 
beauty with which he transcribed the records of 
the burgh. It is not improbable that the reports 
concerning the singular circumstances of Richard 
Middlemas’s birth, and the knowledge that he 
was actually possessed of a considerable sum of 
money, induced Hillary, though so much his 
senior, to admit the lad to his company, and 
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enrich his youthful mind with some branches of 
information, which, in that retired corner, his 
pupil might otherwise have been some time in 
attaining. Amongst these were certain games at 
cards and dice, in which the pupil paid, as was 
reasonable, the price of initiation by his losses 
to his instructor. After a long walk with this 
youngster, whose advice, like the unwise son of 
the wisest of men, he probably valued more than 
that of his more aged counsellors, Richard Mid- 
dlemas returned to his lodgings in Stevenlaw’s 
Land, and went to bed sad and supperless. 

The next morning Richard arose with the sun, 
and his night’s rest appeared to have had its fre¬ 
quent effect, in cooling the passions and correcting 
the understanding, little Menie was the first 
person to whom he made the amende honorable; 
and a much smaller propitiation than the new doll 
with which he presented her would have been 
accepted as an atonement for a much greater 
offence. Menie was one of those pure spirits to 
whom a state of unkindness, if the estranged per¬ 
son has been a friend, is a state of pain, and the 
slightest advance of her friend and protector was 
sufficient to regain all her childish confidence and 
affection. 

The father did not prove more inexorable than 
Menie had done. Mr. Gray, indeed, thought he 
had good reason to look cold upon Richard at their 
next meeting, being not a little hurt at the un¬ 
grateful treatment which he had received on the 
preceding evening. But Middlemas disarmed him 
at once, by frankly pleading that he had suffered 
his mind to be carried away by the supposed rank 
and importance of his parents, into an idle con- 
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viction that he was one day to share them. The 
letter of his grandfather, which condemned him 
to banishment and obscurity for life, was, he 
acknowledged, a very severe blow; and it was 
with deep sorrow that he reflected, that the irrita¬ 
tion of his disappointment had led him to express 
himself in a manner far short of the respect and 
reverence of one who owed Mr. Gray the duty and 
affection of a son, and ought to refer to his deci¬ 
sion every action of his life. Gideon, propitiated 
by an admission so candid, and made with so 
much humility, readily dismissed his resentment, 
and kindly inquired of Eichard whether he had 
bestowed any reflection upon the choice of profes¬ 
sion which had been subjected to him; offering, at 
the same time, to allow him all reasonable time to 
make up his mind. 

On this subject Eichard Middlemas answered 
with the same prompitude and candour. — ‘‘ He 
had, ” he said, “ in order to forming his opinion 
more safely, consulted with his friend, the Town- 
clerk. ” The Doctor nodded approbation. “ Mr. 
Lawford had, indeed, been most friendly, and had 
even offered to take him into his own office. But 
if his father and benefactor would permit him to 
study, under his instructions, the noble art in 
which he himself enjoyed such a deserved reputa¬ 
tion, the mere hope that he might by-and-by be of 
some use to Mr. Gray in his business would greatly 
overbalance every other consideration. Such a 
course of education, and such a use of professional 
knowledge when he had acquired it, would be a 
greater spur to his industry than the prospect 
even of becoming Town-clerk of Middlemas in 
his proper person.” 
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As the young man expressed it to be his firm 
and u nalterable choice to stu(^ medicine under 
his guardian, and to renwbin-^ meiiifer ot fiis 
fam^7 ^ray informed Mr. Mon^ada of the 
"KcTs determination; who, to testify his approba¬ 
tion, remitted to the Doctor the sum of £100 as 
apprentice fee, a sum nearly three times as much 
as Gray's modesty had hinted at as necessary. 

Shortly after, when Dr. Gray and the Town- 
clerk met at the small club of the burgh, their 
joint theme was the sense and steadiness of 
Richard Middlemas. 

“ Indeed, ” said the Town-clerk, ‘‘ he is such a 
friendly and disinterested boy, that I could not 
get him to accept a place in my office, for fear he 
should be thought to be pushing himself forward 
at the expense of Tam Hillary." 

" And, indeed, Clerk, ” said Gray, I have some¬ 
times been afraid that he kept too much company 
with that Tam Hillary of yours; but twenty Tam 
Hillarys would not corrupt Dick Middlemas.” 


VOL. II.—20 


CHAPTEE III. 


Dick was come to high renown 
Since he commenced physician; 

Tom was held by all the town 
The better politician. 

Tom and Dick. 

At the same period when Dr. Gray took under his 
charge his youthful lodger Kichard Middleinas, he 
received proposals from the friends of one Adam 
Harle y to recei ju: e_ him also as an apprentice. 
The lad was the son of a respectable farmer on 
the English side of the Border, who, educating his 
eldest son to his own occupation, desired to make 
his second a medical man, in order to avail him¬ 
self of the friendship of a great man, his landlord, 
who had offered to assist his views in life, and 
represented a doctor or surgeon as the sort of per¬ 
son to whose advantage his interest could be most 
readily applied. Middlem as and Hartley were 
ther efore associated in their studies . In winter 
they^^re boarded in Edinburgh, for attending the 
medical classes which were necessary for taking 
their degree. Three or four years thus passed on, 
and, from being mere boys, the two medical aspi¬ 
rants shot up into young men, who, being both 
very good-looking, well dressed, well bred, and 
having money in their pockets, became personages 
of some importance in the little town of Middle- 
mas, where there was scarce anything that could 
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be termed an aristocracy, and in which beaux 
were scarce and belles were plenty. 

Each of the two had his especial partisans; for 
though the young men themselves lived in tole¬ 
rable harmony together, yet, as usual in such cases, 
no one could approve of one of them, without at 
the same time comparing him with, and asserting 
his superiority over, his companion. 

Both were gay, fond of dancing, and sedulous 
attendants on the practeezings, as he called them, 

Mr. M'Fit ^h^ _a dancing-master^ who, itine¬ 
rant during the summer, became stationary in the 
winter season, and afforded the youth of Middle- 
mas the benefit of his instructions at the rate 
of twenty lessons for five shillings sterling. On 
these occasions, each of Dr. Gray's pupils had his 
appropriate praise. Hartley danced with most 
spirit — Middlemas with a better grace. Mr. 
M'Fittoch would have turned out Richard against 
the country-side in the minuet, and wagered the 
thing dearest to him in the world (and that was 
his kit) upon his assured superiority; but he 
admitted Hartley was superior to him in horn¬ 
pipes, jigs, strathspeys, and reels. 

In dress, Hartley was most expensive, perhaps 
because his father afforded him better means 
of being so; but his clothes were neither so taste¬ 
ful when new, nor so well preserved when they 
began to grow old, as those of Richard Middlemas. 
Adam Hartley was sometimes fine, at other times 
rather slovenly, and on the former occasions looked 
rather too conscious of his splendour. His chum 
was at all times regularly neat and well dressed; 
while at the same time he had an air of good¬ 
breeding which made him appear always at ease; 
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so that his dress, whatever it was, seemed to be 
just what he ought to have worn at the time. 

In their persons there was a still more strongly 
marked distinction. Adam Hartley was full 
middle size, stout, and well limbed; and an open 
English countenance, of the genuine Saxon mould, 
showed itself among chestnut locks, until the 
hairdresser destroyed them. He loved the rough 
exercises of wrestling, boxing, leaping, and quarter- 
staff, and frequented, when he could obtain leisure, 
the bull-baitings and football matches by which 
the burgh was sometimes enlivened. 

Richard, on the contrary, was dark, like his 
father and mother, with high features, beautifully 
formed, but exhibiting something of a foreign cha¬ 
racter; and his person was tall and slim, though 
muscular and active. His address and manners 
must have been natural to him, for they were, in 
elegance and ease, far beyond any example which 
he could have found in his native burgh. He 
learned the use of the small-sword while in Edin¬ 
burgh, and took lessons from a performer at the 
theatre, with the purpose of refining his mode of 
speaking. He became also an amateur of the 
drama, regularly attending the playhouse, and 
assuming the tone of a critic in that and other 
lighter departments of literature. To fill up the 
contrast, so far as taste was concerned, Richard 
Was a dexterous and successful angler — Adam, a 
bold and unerring shot. Their efforts to surpass 
each other in supplying Dr. Gray’s table rendered 
his housekeeping much preferable to what it had 
been on former occasions; and, besides, small 
presents of fish and game are always agreeable 
amongst the inhabitants of a country town, and 
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contributed to increase the popularity of the young 
sportsmen. 

While the burgh was divided, for lack of better 
subject of disputation, concerning the comparative 
merits of Dr. Gray*s two apprentices, he himself 
was sometimes chosen the referee. But in this, as 
on other matters, the Doctor was cautious. He 
said the lads were both good lads, and would be 
useful men in the profession, if their heads were 
not carried with the notice which the foolish 
people of the burgh took of them, and the parties 
of pleasure that were so often taking them away 
from their business. No doubt it was natural for 
him to feel more confidence in Hartley, who came 
of ken’d folk, and was very near as good as a born 
Scotsman. But if he did feel such a partiality, 
he blamed himself for it, since the stranger child, 
so oddly cast upon his hands, had peculiar good 
right to such patronage and affection as he had to 
bestow; and truly the young man himself seemed 
so grateful, that it was impossible for him to hint 
the slightest wish that Dick Middlemas did not 
hasten to execute. 

There were persons in the burgh of Middlemas 
who were indiscreet enough to suppose that Miss 
Menie must be a better judge than any other person 
of the com parative merits of these accomplis h^ 
personages, respp c^^^g whinh the public opinion 
was generally divided. No one even of her great¬ 
est intimates ventured to put the question to her 
in precise terms; but her conduct was narrowly 
observed, and the critics remarked that to Adam 
Hartley her attentions were given more freely and 
frankly. She laughed with him, chatted with 
him, and danced with him; while to Dick Mid- 



310 


THE SURGEON’S DAUGHTER. 


dlemas her conduct was more shy and distant. 
The premises seemed certain, but the public were 
divided in the conclusions which were to be drawn 
from them. 

It was not possible for the young men to be the 
subject of such discussions without being sensible 
that they existed; and, thus contrasted together 
by the little society in which they moved, they 
must have been made of better than ordinary clay, 
if they had not themselves entered by degrees into 
the spirit of the controversy, and considered them¬ 
selves as rivals for public applause. 

Nor is it to be forgotten that Menie Gray was 
by this time shot up into one of the prettiest 
young women, not of Middlemas only, but of the 
whole county in which the little burgh is situated. 
This, indeed, had been settled by evidence which 
could not be esteemed short of decisive. At the 
time of the races there were usually assembled in 
the burgh some company of the higher classes from 
the country around, and many of the sober burghers 
mended their incomes by letting their apartments 
or taking in lodgers of quality for the busy week. 
All the rural thanes and thanesses attended on 
these occasions; and such was the number of 
cocked hats and silken trains, that the little town 
seemed for a time totally to have changed its in¬ 
habitants. On this occasion, persons of a certain 
quality only were permitted to attend upon the 
mightlv balls whm ^h were given in the old Town- 
]^use, and the Tine of distinction ’ excluded Mr. 
Gray’s family. 

The aristocracy, however, used their privileges 
with some feelings of deference to the native beaux 
and belles of the burgh, who were thus doomed to 
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hear the fiddles nightly, without being permitted 
to dance to them. One evening in the race-week, 
termed the Hunters' Ball, was dedicated to general 
amusement, and liberated from the usual restric¬ 
tions of etiquette. On this occasion all the re¬ 
spectable families in the town were invited to 
share the amusement of the evening, and to won¬ 
der at the finery, and be grateful for the condescen¬ 
sion, of their betters. This was especially the case 
with the females, for the number of invitations to 
the gentlemen of the town was much more limited. 
Now, at this general muster, the beauty of Miss 
Gray’s face and person had placed her, in the 
opinion of all competent judges, decidedly at the 
head of all the belles present, saving those with 
whom, according to the ideas of the place, it 
would hardly have been decent to compare her. 

Thft ]r.nird -o f the ancient and distinguished 
ho use of Louponhe ight did not I msitate^ to engage 
her hand during Che greater^part^of the""^Wning; 
and his mother, renowned for her stern assertion 
of the distinctions of rank, placed the little ple¬ 
beian beside her at supper, and was heard to say 
that the surgeon’s daughter behaved very prettily 
indeed, and seemed to know perfectly well where 
and what she was. As for the young Laird him¬ 
self, he capered so high, and laughed so uproa¬ 
riously, as to give rise to a rumour that he was 
minded to “ shoot madly from his sphere, ” and to 
convert the village Doctor’s daughter into a lady 
of his own ancient name. 

During this memorable evening, Middlemas and 
Hartley, who had found room in the music gallery, 
witnessed the scene, and, as it would seem, with 
very different feelings. Hartley was evidently 
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annoyed by the excess of attention which the 
gallant J^aird of J[in npnnht ^qti fp 111 ated by the 
influence of a couple of bottles of claret, and by 
the presence of a partner who danced remarkably 
well, paid to Miss Menie Gray. He saw from his 
lofty stand all the dumb show of gallantry, with 
the comfortable feelings of a famishing creature 
looking upon a feast which he is not permitted 
to share, and regarded every extraordinary frisk 
of the jovial Laird as the same might have been 
looked upon by a gouty person, who apprehended 
that the dignitary was about to descend on his 
toes. At length, unable to restrain his emotion, 
he left the gallery and returned no more. 

Far different was the demeanour of Middlemas. 
He seemed gratified and elevated by the attention 
which was generally paid to Miss Gray, and by 
the admiration she excited. On the valiant Laird 
of Louponheight he looked with indescribable 
contempt, and amused himself with pointing out 
to the burgh dancing-master, who acted tempore 
as one of the band, the frolicsome bounds and 
pirouettes, in which that worthy displayed a great 
deal more of vigour than of grace. 

" But ye shouldna laugh sae loud. Master Dick, ” 
said the master of capers. “ He hasna had the 
advantage of a real gracefu’ teacher, as ye have 
had; and troth, if he listed to tak some lessons, I 
think I could make some hand of his feet, for he 
is a souple chield, and has a gallant instep of his 
ain; and sic a laced hat hasna been seen on the 
causeway of Middlemas this mony a day. — Ye 
are standing laughing there, Dick Middlemas; I 
would have you be sure he does not cut you out 
with your bonny partner yonder." 
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“ He be-! ” Middlemas was beginning a sen¬ 

tence which could not have concluded with strict 
attention to propriety, when the master of the 
band summoned M'Fittoch to his post, by the fol¬ 
lowing ireful expostulation: “ What are ye about, 
sir? Mind your bow-hand. How the deil d*ye 
think three fiddles is to keep down a bass, if 
yin o’ them stands girning and gabbling as ye’re 
doing? Play up, sir!” 

Dick Middlemas, thus reduced to silence, con¬ 
tinued, from his lofty station, like one of the gods 
of the Epicureans, to survey what passed below, 
without the gaieties which he witnessed being able 
to excite more than a smile, which seemed, how¬ 
ever, rather to indicate a good-humoured contempt 
for what was passing than a benevolent sympathy 
with the pleasures of others. 



CHAPTER IV. 


Now hold thy tongue, Billy Bewick, he said. 

Of peaceful talking let me be ; 

But if thou art a man, as I think thou art, 

Come ower the dike and fight with ino. 

Border Minstrels}j. 


On the morning after this gay evening, the two 
young men were labouring together in a plot 
of ground behind Stevenlaw's Land, which the 
Doctor had converted into a garden, where he 
raised, with a view to pharmacy as well as botany, 
some rare plants, which obtained the place from 
the vulgar the sounding name of the Physic Gar¬ 
den.^ Mr. Gray’s pupils readily complied with his 
wishes that they would take some care of this 
favourite spot, to which both contributed their 
labours, after which Hartley used to devote him¬ 
self to the cultivation of the kitchen garden, 
which he had raised into this respectability from 
a spot not excelling a common kail-yard, while 
Eichard Middlemas did his utmost to decorate 
with flowers and shrubs a sort of arbour, usually 
called Miss Menie’s bower. 

At present, they were both in the botanic patch 
of the garden, when Dick Middlemas asked 
Hartley why he had left the ball so soon the 
evening before. 


1 The Botanic Garden is so termed by the vulgar of Edinburgh. 
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" I should rather ask you, ” said Hartley, “ what 
pleasure you felt in staying there? — I tell you, 
Dick, it is a shabby low place this Middlemas of 
ours. In the smallest burgh in England, every 
decent freeholder would have been asked, if the 
Member gave a ball. ” 

“ What, Hartley! ” said his companion. “ Are 
you, of all men, a candidate for the honour of 
mixing with the first-born of the earth ? Mercy 
on us! How will canny Northumberland ” (throw¬ 
ing a true northern accent on the letter R) “ acquit 
himself ? Methinks I see thee in thy pea-green suit, 
dancing a jig with th e HononrH blp -Miss Mnrldip 
MacFudgeon, while chiefs and thanes around laugh 
as they would do at a lio^ in arniiaiir!” 

" You don't, or perhaps you won*t, understand 
me, ” said Hartley. “ I am not such a fool as to 
desire to be hail-fellow-well-met with these fine 
folks — I care as little for them as they do for me. 
But as they do not choose to ask us to dance, I 
don't see what business they have with our 
partners, ” 

“ Partners, said you I ” answered Middlemas. ‘‘ I 
don't think Menie is very often yours." 

As often as I ask her, ” answered Hartley, 
rather haughtily. 

“Ay? Indeed? — I did not think that. —And 
hang me, if I think so yet, ” said Middlemas, with 
the same sarcastic tone. “ I tell thee, Adam, I 
will bet you a bowl of punch, that Miss Gray will 
not dance with you the next time you ask her. 
All I stipulate is to know the day.” 

“ I will lay no bets about Miss Gray, ” said 
Hartley: “ her father is my master, and I am 
obliged to him — I think I should act very scur- 
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vily, if I were to make her the subject of any idle 
debate betwixt you and me.” 

" Very right, ” replied Middlemas; " you should 
finish one quarrel before you begin another. Pray, 
saddle your pony, ride up to the gate of Loupon- 
height Castle, and defy the Baron to mortal com¬ 
bat, for having presumed to touch the fair hand of 
Menie Gray. ” 

“ I wish you would leave Miss Gray^s name out 
of the question, and take your defiances to your 
fine folks in your own name, and see what they 
will say to the surgeon’s apprentice. ” 

“ Speak for yourself, if you please, Mr. Adam 
Hartley. I was not born a clown, like some folks, 
and should care little, if I saw it fit, to talk to 
the best of them at the ordinary, and make myself 
understood too. ” 

" Very likely, ” answered Hartley, losing pa¬ 
tience : " you are one of themselves, you know — 
Middlemas of that Ilk.” 

“ You scoundrel! ” said Richard, advancing on 
him in fury, his taunting humour entirely changed 
into rage. 

“ Stand back, ” said Hartley, " or you will come 
by the worst; if you will break rude jests, you 
must put up with rough answers.” 

“ I will have satisfaction for this insult, by 
Heaven! ” 

“ Why, so you shall, if you insist on it, ” said 
Hartley; “ but better, I think, to say no more 
about the matter. We have both spoken what 
would have been better left unsaid. I was in the 
wrong to say what I said to you, although you did 
provoke me. —And now I have given you as much 
satisfaction as a reasonable man can ask.” 



TEE SURGEON’S DAUGHTER. 


317 


“ Sir, ” repeated Middlemas, " the satisfaction 
which I demand is that of a gentleman — the 
Doctor has a pair of pistols.” 

“ And a pair of mortars also, which are heartily 
at your service, gentlemen, ” said Mr. Gray, coming 
forward from behind a yew hedge, where he had 
listened to the whole or greater part of this dis¬ 
pute. " A fine story it would be of my apprentices 
shooting each other with my own pistols! Let 
me see either of you fit to treat a gunshot wound, 
before you think of inflicting one. Go, you are 
both very foolish boys, and I cannot take it kind 
of either of you to bring the name of my daughter 
into such disputes as these. Hark ye, lads, ye 
both owe me, I think, some portion of respect, 
and even of gratitude — it will be a poor return, 
if, instead of living quietly with this poor mother¬ 
less girl, like brothers with a sister, you should 
oblige me to increase my expense, and abridge my 
comfort, by sending my child from me, for the 
few months that you are to remain here. Let me 
see you shake hands, and let us have no more of 
this nonsense. ” 

While their master spoke in this manner, both 
the young men stood before him in the attitude 
of self-convicted criminals. At the conclusion of 
his rebuke, Hartley turned frankly round, and 
offered his hand to his companion, who accepted 
it, but after a moment's hesitation. There was 
nothing further passed on the subject, but the lads 
never resumed the same sort of intimacy which 
had existed betwixt them in their earlier acquain¬ 
tance. On the contrary, avoiding every connection 
not absolutely required by their situation, and 
abridging as much as possible even their indis- 
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pensable intercourse in professional matters, they 
seemed as much estranged from each other as two 
persons residing in the same small house had the 
means of being. 

As for Menie Gray, her father did not appear 
to entertain the least anxiety upon her account, 
although, from his frequent and almost daily 
absence from home, she was exposed to constant 
intercourse with two handsome young men, both, 
it might be supposed, ambitious of pleasing her 
more than most parents would have deemed 
entirely prudent. Nor was Nurse Jamieson — 
her menial situation, and her excessive partiality 
for her foster-son, considered — altogether such 
a matron as could afford her protection. Gideon, 
however, knew that his daughter possessed, in its 
fullest extent, the upright and pure integrity of 
his own character, and that never father had less 
reason to apprehend that a daughter should deceive 
his confidence; and, justly secure of her principles, 
he overlooked the danger to which he exposed her 
feelings and affections. 

The intercourse betwixt Menie and the young 
men seemed now of a guarded kind on all sides. 
Their meeting was only at meals, and Miss Gray 
was at pains, perhaps by her father's recommenda¬ 
tion, to treat them with the same degree of atten¬ 
tion. This, however, was no easy matter; for 
Hartley became so retiring, cold, and formal, that 
it was impossible for her to sustain any prolonged 
intercourse with him; whereas Middlemas, per¬ 
fectly at his ease, sustained his part as formerly 
upon all occasions that occurred, and, without ap¬ 
pearing to press his intimacy assiduously, seemed 
nevertheless to retain the complete possession of it. 
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The time drew nigh at length when the young 
men, freed from the engagements of their inden¬ 
tures, must look to play their own independent part 
in the world. Mr. Gray informed Richard Mid- 
dlemas that he had written pressingly upon the 
subject to Moni^ada, and that more than once, but 
had not yet received an answer; nor did he pre¬ 
sume to offer his own advice, until the pleasure of 
his grandfather should be known. Richard seemed 
to endure this suspense with more patience than 
the Doctor thought belonged naturally to his cha¬ 
racter. He asked no questions — stated no conjec¬ 
tures — showed no anxiety, but seemed to await 
with patience the turn which events should take. 

My young gentleman, ” thought Mr. Gray, " has 
either fixed on some course in his own mind, or he 
is about to be more tractable than some points of 
his character have led me to expect. ” 

In fact, Richard had made an experiment on 
this inflexible relative by sending Mr. Momjada 
a letter full of duty and affection and gratitude, 
desiring to be permitted to correspond with him in 
person, and promising to be guided in every par¬ 
ticular by his will. The answer to this appeal 
was his own letter returned, with a note from the 
bankers whose cover had been used, saying that 
any future attempt to intrude on Mr. Mon^ada 
would put a final period to their remittances. 

While things were in this situation in Steven- 
law’s Land, Adam Hartley one evening, contrary 
to his custom for several months, sought a private 
interview with his fellow-apprentice. He found 
him in the little arbour, and could not omit 
observing that Dick Middlemas, on his appear¬ 
ance, shoved into his bosom a small packet, as if 
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afraid of its being seen, and, snatching up a hoe, 
began to work with great devotion, like one who 
wished to have it thought that his whole soul was 
in his occupation. 

“ I wished to speak with you, Mr. Middlemas, ” 
said Hartley; " but I fear I interrupt you. ” 

“ Not in the least, ” said the other, laying down 
his hoe. “ I was only scratching up the weeds 
which the late showers have made rush up so 
numerously. I am at your service. ” 

Hartley proceeded to the arbour, and seated him¬ 
self. Richard imitated his example, and seemed 
to wait for the proposed communication. 

“ I have had an interesting communication with 
Mr. Gray,” said Hartley, and there stopped, like 
one who finds himself entering upon a difficult 
task. 

“ I hope the explanation has been satisfactory ? ” 
said Middlemas. 

"You shall judge. —Dr. Gray was pleased to 
say something to me very civil about my pro¬ 
ficiency in the duties of our profession; and, to my 
great astonishment, asked me, whether, as he was 
now becoming old, I had any particular objection 
to continue in my present situation, but with some 
pecuniary advantages, for two years longer; at the 
end of which he promised to me that I should 
enter into partnership with him.” 

" Mr. Gray is an undoubted judge, ” said Mid¬ 
dlemas, " what person will best suit him as a pro¬ 
fessional assistant. The business may be worth 
£200 a year, and an active assistant might go 
nigh to double it, by riding Strath-Devan and the 
Carse. No great subject for division after all, 
Mr. Hartley. ” 
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“ But, * continued Hartley, " that is not all. 
The Doctor says — he proposes — in short, if I can 
render myself agreeable, in the course of these two 
years, to Miss Menie Gray, he proposes that when 
they terminate I should become his son as well as 
his partner. ” 

As he spoke, he kept his eye fixed on Richard’s 
face, which was for a moment strongly agitated; 
but instantly recovering, he answered, in a tone 
where pique and offended pride vainly endeavoured 
to disguise themselves under an affectation of in¬ 
difference, ** Well, Master Adam, I cannot but wish 
you joy of the patriarchal arrangement. You have 
served five years for a professional diploma — a 
sort of Leah, that privilege of killing and curing. 
Now you begin a new course of servitude for a 
lovely Rachel. Undoubtedly — perhaps it is rude 
in me to ask — but undoubtedly you have accepted 
so flattering an arrangement ? ” 

“ You cannot but recollect there was a condition 
annexed, ” said Hartley, gravely. 

“ That of rendering yourself acceptable to a girl 
you have known for so many years ? ” said Mid- 
dlemas, with a half-suppressed sneer. “No great 
difficulty in that, I should think, for such a person 
as Mr. Hartley, with Dr. Gray’s favour to back 
him. No, no — there could be no great obstacle 
there. ” 

“ Both you and I know the contrary, Mr. Mid- 
dlemas,” said Hartley, very seriously. 

“ I know ? — How should I know anything more 
than yourself about the state of Miss Gray’s incli¬ 
nations ? ” said Middlemas. “ I am sure we have 
had equal access to know them. ” 

“Perhaps so; but some know better how to 
TOL. II. — 21 
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avail themselves of opportunities. Mr. Middle** 
mas, I have long suspected that you have had the 
inestimable advantage of possessing Miss Gray’s 
^affections, and ”- 

“ I ? ” interrupted Middlemas. “ You are jest¬ 
ing, or you are jealous. You do yourself less, 
and me more, than justice; but the compliment 
is so great, that I am obliged to you for the 
mistake. ” 

“That you may know,” answered Hartley, “I 
do not speak either by guess, or from what you 
call jealousy, I tell you frankly that Menie Gray 
herself told me the state of her affections. I natu¬ 
rally communicated to her the discourse I had 
with her father. I told her I was but too well 
convinced that at the present moment I did not 
possess that interest in her heart which alone 
might entitle me to request her acquiescence in 
the views which her father’s goodness held out to 
me; but I entreated her not at once to decide 
against me, but give me an opportunity to make 
way in her affections, if possible, trusting that 
time, and the services which I should render to 
her father, might have an ultimate effect in my 
favour. ” 

“ A most natural and modest request. But what 
did the young lady say in reply ? ” 

“ She is a noble-hearted girl, Richard Middle- 
mas; and for her frankness alone, even without 
her beauty and her good sense, deserves an em¬ 
peror. I cannot express the graceful modesty 
with which she told me, that she knew too well 
the kindliness, as she was pleased to call it, of my 
heart, to expose me to the protracted pain of an 
unrequited passion. She candidly informed me 
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that she had been long engaged to you in secTet — 
that you had exchanged portraits; — and though 
without her fatl)er*s consent she would never 
become yours, yet she felt it impossible that she 
should ever so far change her sentiments as to 
afford the most distant prospect of success to 
another. ” 

“Upon my word,” said Middlemas, “she has 
been extremely candid indeed, and I am very much 
obliged to her! ” 

“ And upon my honest word, Mr. Middlemas, ” 
returned Hartley, “ you do Miss Gray the greatest 
injustice — nay, you are ungrateful to her, if you 
are displeased at her making this declaration. 
She loves you as a woman loves the first object of 
her affection — she loves you better ” — He stopped, 
and Middlemas completed the sentence. 

“ Better than I deserve, perhaps ? — Faith, it 
may well be so, and I love her dearly in return. 
But after all, you know, the secret was mine as 
well as hers, and it would have been better that 
she had consulted me before making it public. ” 

“ Mr. Middlemas, ” said Hartley, earnestly, “ if 
the least of this feeling, on your part, arises from 
the apprehension that your secret is less safe be¬ 
cause it is in my keeping, I can assure you that such 
is my grateful sense of Miss Gray’s goodness, in 
communicating, to save me pain, an affair of such 
delicacy to herself and you, that wild horses should 
tear me limb from limb before they forced a word 
of it from my lips. ” 

“Nay, nay, my dear friend,” said Middlemas, 
with a frankness of* manner indicating a cordiality 
that had not existed between them for some time, 
“ you must allow me to be a little jealous in my 
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turn. Your true lover cannot have a title to the 
name, unless he be sometimes unreasonable; and, 
somehow, it seems odd she should have chosen for 
a confidant one whom I have often thought a for¬ 
midable rival; and yet I am so far from being dis¬ 
pleased, that I do not know that the dear sensible 
girl could after all have made a better choice. It 
is time that the foolish coldness between us should 
be ended, as you must be sensible that its real 
cause lay in our rivalry. I have much need of 
good advice, and who can give it to me better 
than the old companion, whose soundness of judg¬ 
ment I have always envied, even when some inju¬ 
dicious friends have given me credit for quicker 
parts ? ” 

Hartley accepted Richard's proffered hand, but 
without any of the buoyancy of spirit with which 
it was offered. 

“ I do not intend, ” he said, “ to remain many 
days in this place, perhaps not very many hours. 
But if, in the meanwhile, I can benefit you, by 
advice or otherwise, you may fully command me. 
It is the only mode in which I can be of service to 
Menie Gray. ” 

“ Love my mistress, love me; a happy pendant 
to the old proverb. Love me, love my dog. Well, 
then, for Menie Gray's sake, if not for Dick Mid- 
dlemas's (plague on that vulgar tell-tale name!), 
will you, that are a stander-by, tell us, who are 
the unlucky players, what you think of this game 
of ours ? ” 

" How can you ask such a question, when the 
field lies so fair before you ? I am sure that Dr. 
Gray would retain you as his assistant upon the 
same terms which he proposed to me. You are 
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the better match, in all worldly respects, for his 
daughter, having some capital to begin the world 
with. ” 

“ All true — but methinks Mr. Gray has showed 
no great predilection for me in this matter. ” 

“ If he has done injustice to your indisputable 
merit, ” said Hartley, drily, “ the preference of his 
daughter has more than atoned for it. ” 

“ Unquestionably; and dearly, therefore, do I 
love her; otherwise, Adam, I am not a person to 
grasp at the leavings of other people. ” 

“ Richard, ” replied Hartley, “ that pride of 
yours, if you do not check it, will render you both 
ungrateful and miserable. Mr. Gray’s ideas are 
most friendly. He told me plainly, that his 
choice of me as an assistant, and as a member of 
his family, had been a long time balanced by his 
early affection for you, until he thought he had 
remarked in you a decisive discontent with such 
limited prospects as his offer contained, and a 
desire to go abroad into the world, and push, as 
it is called, your fortune. He said, that al¬ 
though it was very probable that you might 
love his daughter well enough to relinquish 
these ambitious ideas for her sake, yet the de¬ 
mons of Ambition and Avarice would return 
after the exerciser Love had exhausted the force 
of his spells, and then he thought he would 
have just reason to be anxious for his daughter’s 
happiness. ” 

" By my faith, the worthy senior speaks scholarly 
and wisely, ” answered Richard. " I did not think 
he had been so clear-sighted. To say the truth, 
but for the beautiful Menie Gray, I should feel 
like a mill-horse, walking my daily round in this 
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dull country, while other gay rovers are trying 
how the world will receive them. For instance, 
where do you yourself go ? ” 

“ A cousin of my mother’s commands a ship in 
the Company’s service. I intend to go with him 
as surgeon’s mate. If I like the sea service, I 
will continue in it; if not, I will enter some other 
line. ” This Hartley said with a sigh. 

“ To India! ” answered Eichard. " Happy dog 
— to India! You may well bear with equanimity 
all disappointments sustained on this side of the 
globe. Oh, Delhi! oh, Golconda! have your 
names no power to conjure down idle recollec¬ 
tions ? — India, where gold is won by steel; where 
a brave man cannot pitch his desire of fame and 
wealth so high, but that he may realise it, if he 
have fortune to his friend ? Is it possible that the 
bold adventurer can fix his thoughts on you, and 
still be dejected at the thoughts that a bonny blue¬ 
eyed lass looked favourably on a less lucky fellow 
than himself ? Can this be ? ” 

“ Less lucky ? ” said Hartley. " Can you, the 
accepted lover of Menie Gray, speak in that tone, 
even though it be in jest ? ” 

“Nay, Adam,” said Richard, “don’t be angry 
with me, because, being thus far successful, I 
rate my good fortune not quite so rapturously as 
perhaps you do, who have missed the luck of it. 
Your philosophy should tell you, that the object 
which we attain, or are sure of attaining, loses, 
perhaps, even by that very certainty, a little of 
the extravagant and ideal value which attached to 
it while the object of feverish hopes and aguish 
fears. But for all that, I cannot live without my 
sweet Menie. I would wed her to-morrow, with 
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all my soul, without thinking a minute on the 
clog which so early a marriage would fasten on 
our heels. But to spend two additional years in 
this infernal wilderness, cruising after crowns and 
half-crowns, when worse men are making lacs and 
crores of rupees — it is a sad falling off, Adam. 
Counsel me, my friend — can you not suggest some 
mode of getting off from these two years of destined 
dulness ? ” 

" Not I,” replied Hartley, scarce repressing his 
displeasure; "and if I could induce Dr. Gray to 
dispense with so reasonable a condition, I should 
be very sorry to do so. You are but twenty-one, 
and if such a period of probation was, in the 
Doctor’s prudence, judged necessary for me, who 
am full two years older, I have no idea that he 
will dispense with it in yours.” 

" Perhaps not, ” replied Middlemas; " but do 
you not think that these two, or call them three, 
years of probation, had better be spent in India, 
where much may be done in a little while, than 
here, where nothing can be done save just enough 
to get salt to our broth, or broth to our salt ? Me- 
thinks I have a natural turn for India, and so I 
ought. My father was a soldier, by the conjecture 
of all who saw him, and gave me a love of the 
sword, and an arm to use one. My mother’s 
father was a rich trafficker, who loved wealth, I 
warrant me, and knew how to get it. This petty 
two hundred a year, with its miserable and preca¬ 
rious possibilities, to be shared with the old gen¬ 
tleman, sounds in the ears of one like me, who 
have the world for the winning, and a sword to 
cut my way through it, like something little better 
t<Uan a decent kind of beggary. Menie is in her- 
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self a gem — a diamond — I admit it. But then, 
one would not set such a precious jewel in lead or 
copper, but in pure gold; ay, and add a circlet of 
brilliants to set it ofif with. Be a good fellow, 
Adan^, and undertake the setting my project in proper 
colours before the Doctor. I am sure, the wisest 
thing for him and Menie both is to permit me to 
s short time ,Qf probation in th e land of 
I am sure my heart wHI be there at any 
while I am bleeding some bumpkin for 
an inflammation, I shall be in fancy relieving some 
nabob, or rajahpoot, of his plethora of wealth. 
Come — will you assist, will you be auxiliary? 
Ten chances but you plead your own cause, man, 
for I may be brought up by a sabre, or a bow¬ 
string, before 1 make my pack up; then your road 
to Menie will be free and open, and, as you will 
be possessed of the situation of comforter ex officio^ 
you may take her ‘with the tear in her ee,* as old 
saws advise. ” 

“ Mr. Richard Middlemas, ” said Hartley, " I 
wish it were possible for me to tell you, in the 
few words which I intend to bestow on you, 
whether I pity you or despise you the most. 
Heaven has placed happiness, competence, and 
content within your power, and you are willing to 
cast them away, to gratify ambition and avarice. 
Were I to give an advice on this subject, either to 
Dr. Gray or his daughter, it would be to break off 
all connection with a man who, however clever by 
nature, may soon show himself a fool, and how¬ 
ever honestly brought up, may also, upon tempta¬ 
tion, prove himself a villain. —You may lay aside 
the sneer, which is designed to be a sarcastic 
sjijil^, I wiU not attempt to do this, because I 
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am convinced that my advice would be of no use, 
unless it could come unattended with suspicion 
of my motives. I will hasten my departure from 
this house, that we may not meet again; and I 
will leave it to God Almighty to protect honesty 
and innocence against the dangers which must 
attend vanity and folly.” So saying, he turned 
contemptuously from the youthful votary of am¬ 
bition, and left the garden. 

" Stop, ” said Middlemas, struck with the picture 
which had been held up to his conscience — “ stop, 

Adam Hartley, and I will confess to you ”-But 

his words were uttered in a faint and hesitating 
manner, and either never reached Hartley’s ear or 
failed in changing his purpose of departure. 

When he was out of the garden, Middlemas 
began to recall his usual boldness of disposition — 
“ Had he stayed a moment longer, ” he said, “ I 
would have turned Papist, and made him my 
ghostly confessor. The yeomanly churl! — I 
would give something to know how he has got 
such a hank over me. What are Menie Gray’s 
engagements to him ? She has given him his 
answer, and what right has he to come betwixt 
her and me ? If old Mon^ada had done a grand¬ 
father’s duty, and made suitable settlements on 
me, this plan of marrying the sweet girl, and set¬ 
tling here in her native place, might have done 
well enough. But to live the life of the poor 
drudge her father — to be at the command and call 
of every boor for twenty miles round! — why, the 
labours of a higgler, who travels scores of miles to 
barter pins, ribands, snuff and tobacco, against the 
housewife’s private stock of eggs, mort-skins, and 
tallow, is more profitable, less laborious, and faith. 
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I think, equally respectable. No, no — unless I 
can find wealth nearer home, I will seek it where 
every one can have it for the gathering; and so 
I will down to the Swan Inn, and hold a final 
consultation with my friend.** 



CHAPTER V. 


The friend whom Middlemas expected to meet at 
the Swan was a person already mentioned in this 
history by the name of Tom Hillary, bred an 
attorney’s clerk in the ancient town of Novum 
Castrum — doctus utriusque juris, as far as a few 
months in the service of Mr. Lawford, Town-clerk 
of Middlemas ^ could' rr ndnr him so. T he last, 
mention that we made of this gentleman was when 
his gold-laced hat veiled its splendour before the 
fresher mounted beavers of the ’prentices of Dr. 
Gray. That was now about five years since, and 
it was within six months that he had made his 
appearance in Middlemas, a very different sort 
of personage from that which he seemed at his 
departure. 

He was now called Captain; his dress was regi¬ 
mental, and his language martial. He seemed to 
have plenty of cash, for he not only, to the great 
surprise of the parties, paid certain old debts, 
which he had left unsettled behind him, and that 
notwithstanding his having, as his old practice 
told him, a good defence of prescription, but even 
sent the minister a guinea, to the assistance of the 
parish poor. These acts of justice and benevo¬ 
lence were bruited abroad greatly to the honour of 
one who, so long absent, had neither forgotten his 
just debts, nor hardened his heart against the 
cries of the needy. His merits were thought the 
higher, when it was understood he had served the 
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honourable East India Company — that wonderful 
company of merchants, who may indeed, with 
the strictest propriety, be termed princes. It was 
about the middle of the eighteenth century, and 
the directors in Leadenhall Street were silently 
laying the foundation of that immense empire, 
which afterwards rose like an exhalation, and now 
astonishes Europe, as well as Asia, with its for¬ 
midable extent, and stupendous strength. Britain 
had now begun to lend a wondering ear to the ac¬ 
count of battles fought and cities won in the East, 
and was surprised by the return of individuals 
who had left their native country as adventurers, 
but now reappeared there surrounded by Oriental 
wealth and Oriental luxury, which dimmed even 
the splendour of the most wealthy of the British 
nobility. In this new-found El Dorado, Hillary 
had, it seems, been a labourer, and, if he told truth, 
to some purpose, though he was far from having 
completed the harvest which he meditated. He 
spoke, indeed, of making investments, and, as a 
mere matter of fancy, he consulted his old master. 
Clerk Lawford, concerning the purchase of a moor¬ 
land farm, of three thousand acres, for which he 
would be content to give three or four thousand 
guineas, providing the game was plenty, and the 
trouting in the brook such as had been represented 
by advertisement. But he did not wish to make 
any extensive landed purchase at present. It was 
necessary to keep up his interest in Leadenhall 
Street; and, in that view, it would be impolitic to 
part with his India stock and India bonds. In 
short, it was folly to think of settling on a poor 
thousand or twelve hundred a year, when one was 
in the prime of life, and had no liver complaint; 
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and so he was determined to double the Cape once 
again, ere he retired to the chimney corner of life. 
All he wished was, to pick up a few clever fellows 
for his regiment, or rather for his own company; 
and as in all his travels he had never seen finer 
fellows than about Middlemas, he was willing to 
give them the preference in completing his levy. 
In fact, it was making men of them at once, for a 
few white faces never failed to strike terror into 
these black rascals; and then, not to mention the 
good things that were going at the storming of 
a Pettah, or the plundering of a Pagoda, most of 
these tawny dogs carried so much treasure about 
their persons, that a won battle was equal to a 
mine of gold to the victors. 

The natives of Middlemas listened to the noble 
Captain’s marvels with different feelings, as their 
temperaments were saturnine or sanguine. But 
none could deny that such things had been; and 
as the narrator was known to be a bold dashing 
fellow, possessed of some abilities, and, according 
to the general opinion, not likely to be withheld 
by any peculiar scruples of conscience, there was 
no giving any good reason why Hillary should not 
have been as successful as others in the field which 
India, agitated as it was by war and intestine 
disorders, seemed to offer to every enterprising ad¬ 
venturer. He was accordingly received by his old 
acquaintances at Middlemas rather with the respect 
due to his supposed wealth, than in a manner cor¬ 
responding with his former humble pretensions. 

Some of the notables of the village did indeed 
keep aloof. Among these, the chief was Dr. 
Gray, who was an enemy to everything that ap¬ 
proached to fanfaronade, and knew enough of the 
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world to lay it down as a sort of general rule, that 
he who talks a great deal of fighting is seldom a 
brave soldier, and he who always speaks about 
wealth is seldom a rich man at bottom. Clerk 
Lawford was also shy, notwithstanding his com- 
munings with Hillary upon the subject of his 
intended purchase. The coolness of the Captain’s 
old employer towards him was by some supposed 
to arise out of certain circumstances attending 
their former connection; but as the Clerk himself 
never explained what these were, it is unnecessary 
to make any conjectures upon the subject. 

Richard Middlemas very naturally renewed his 
i ntimacy with his former comrade, and it was 
from Hillary’s con^rsation that he had adopted 
the en^usiasm respecting I ndia which we havB 
heard him express. It wslb indeed impossible for 
a youth, at once inexperienced in the world and 
possessed of a most sanguine disposition, to listen 
without sympathy to the glowing descriptions of 
Hillary, who, though only a recruiting captain, 
had all the eloquence of a recruiting sergeant. 
Palaces rose like mushrooms in his descriptions; 
groves of lofty trees, and aromatic shrubs unknown 
to the chilly soils of Europe, were tenanted by 
every object of the chase, from the royal tiger 
down to the jackal. The luxuries of a nautch, 
and the peculiar Oriental beauty of the enchan¬ 
tresses who performed their voluptuous Eastern 
dances (ti), for the pleasure of the haughty English 
conquerors, were no less attractive than the battles 
and sieges on which the Captain at other times 
expatiated. Not a stream did he mention but 
^flowed over sands of gold, and not a palace that 
was inferior to those of the celebrated Fata 
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Morgana. His descriptions seemed steeped in 
odours, and his every phrase perfumed in attar of 
roses. The interviews at which these descriptions 
took place often ended in a bottle of choicer wine 
than the Swan Inn afforded, with some other 
appendages of the table, which the Captain, who 
was a hon vivant, had procured from Edinburgh. 
From this good cheer Middlemas was doomed to 
retire to the homely evening meal of his master, 
where not all the simple beauties of Menie were 
able to overcome his disgust at the coarseness of 
the provisions, or his unwillingness to answer 
questions concerning the diseases of the wretched 
peasants who were subjected to his inspection. 

Richard’s hopes of being acknowledged by his 
father had long since vanished, and the rough 
repulse and subsequent neglect on the part of 
Mongada had satisfied him that his grandfather 
was inexorable, and that neither then, nor at any 
future time, did he mean to realise the visions 
which Nurse Jamieson’s splendid figments had 
encOTiagud him to^tertain. JCmbition, however, 
was not lulled to sleep, though it was no longer 
nourished by the same hopes which had at first 
awakened it. The Indian Captain’s lavish oratory 
supplied the themes which had been at first derived 
from the legends of the nursery; the exploits of a 
Lawrence and a Clive, as well as the magnificent 
opportunities of acquiring wealth to which these 
exploits opened the road, disturbed the slumbers 
of the young adventurer. There was nothing to 
counteract these except his love for Menie Gray, 
and the engagements into which it had led him. 
But his addresses had been paid to Menie as much 
for the gratification of his vanity as from any 
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decided passion for that innocent and guileless 
being. He was desirous of carrying off the prize 
for which Hartley, whom he never loved, had the 
courage to contend with him. Then Menie Gray 
had been beheld with admiration by men his su¬ 
periors in rank and fortune, but with whom his 
ambition incited him to dispute the prize. No 
doubt, though urged to play the gallant at first 
rather from vanity than any other cause, the 
frankness and-modesty with which his suit was 
admitted made their natural impression on his 
heart. He was grateful to the beautiful creature, 
who acknowledged the superiority of his person and 
accomplishments, and fancied himself as devotedly 
attached to her, as her personal charms and mental 
merits would have rendered any one who was less 
vain or selfish than her lover. Still his passion 
for the surgeon’s daughter ought not, he pruden- 
tially determined, to bear more than its due weight 
in a case so very important as the determining his 
line of life; and this he smoothed over to his 
conscience, by repeating to himself, that Menie’s 
interest was as essentially concerned as his own, in 
postponing their marriage to the establishment of 
his fortune. How many young couples had been 
ruined by a premature union! 

The contemptuous conduct of Hartley in their 
last interview had done something to shake his 
comrade’s confidence in the truth of this reasoning, 
and to lead him to suspect that he was playing a 
very sordid and unmanly part in trifling with the 
happiness of this amiable and unfortunate young 
woman. It was in this doubtful humour that he 
repaired to the Swan Inn, where he was anxiously 
expected by his friend the Captain, 
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When they were comfortably seated over a 
bottle of Paxarete, Middlemas began, with charac¬ 
teristic caution, to sound his friend about the ease 
or difficulty with which an individual, desirous 
of entering the Company’s service, might have an 
opportunity of getting a commission. If Hillary 
had answered truly, he would have replied, that it 
was extremely easy; for, at that time, the East 
India service presented no charms to that superior 
class of people who have since struggled for admit¬ 
tance under its banners. But the worthy Captain 
replied, that though, in the general case, it might 
be difficult for a young man to obtain a commis¬ 
sion, without serving for some years as a cadet, 
yet, under his own protection, a young man 
entering his regiment, and fitted for such a situa¬ 
tion, might be sure of an ensigiicy, if not a lieu¬ 
tenancy, as soon as ever they set foot in India. 
“ If you, my dear fellow, ” continued he, extending 
his hand to Middlemas, “ would think of changing 
sheephead broth and haggis for mulligatawny and 
curry, I can only say, that though it is indispen¬ 
sable that you should enter the service at first 

simply as a cadet, yet, by-, you should live 

like a brother on the passage with me; and no 
sooner were we through the surf at Madras, than 
I would put you in the way of acquiring both 
wealth and glory. You have, I think, some trifle 
of money — a couple of thousands or so ? ” 

“ About a thousand or twelve hundred, ” said 
Richard, affecting the indifference of his com¬ 
panion, but feeling privately humbled by the 
scantiness of his resources. 

“ It is quite as much as you will find necessary 
for the outfit and passage, ” said his adviser; “ and, 

VOL, n.*— 
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indeed, if you had not a farthing, it would be the 
same thing; for if I once say to a friend, I'll help 
you, Tom Hillary is not the man to start for 
fear of the cowries. However, it is as well you 
have something of a capital of your own to begin 
upon. ” 

“ Yes, ” replied the proselyte. “ I should not 
like to be a burden on any one. I have some 
thoughts, to tell you the truth, to marry before I 
leave Britain; and in that case, you know, cash 
will be necessary, whether my wife goes out with 
us, or remains behind, till she hear how luck goes 
with me. So, after all, I may have to borrow a 
few hundreds of you. ” 

“ What the devil is that you say, Dick, about 
marrying and giving in marriage ? ” replied his 
friend. “ What can put it into the head of a gal¬ 
lant young fellow like you, just rising twenty-one, 
and six feet high on your stocking-soles, to make 
a slave of yourself for life ? No, no, Dick, that 
will never do. Remember the old song — 

Bachelor Blufif, Bachelor Bluff, 

Hey for a heart that is rugged and tough! ” 

“ Ay, ay, that sounds very well, ” replied Mid- 
dlemas; “ but then one must shake off a number of 
old recollections." 

“ The sooner the better, Dick. Old recollections 
are like old clothes, and should be sent off by 
wholesale; they only take up room in one's ward¬ 
robe, and it would be old-fashioned to wear them. 
But you look grave upon it. Who the devil is it 
has made such a hole in your heart ? ** 

“ Pshaw 1" answered Middlemas, " I’m sure you 
must remember—Menie — my master’s daughter. ’• 
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What, Miss Green. Ihe old potterfisrrip.r’R 
daughterjj^i^iiLiik^ giil enough, 1 thinE ” 

[yTnalter is a surgeon, ” said Richard, “ not 
an apothecary, and his name is Gray. ” 

“ Ay, ay, Green or Grey — what does it signify ? 
He sells his own drugs, I think, which we in the 
south call being a pottercarrier. The girl is a 
likely girl enough for a Scottish ball-room. But 
is she up to anything ? Has she any nouz ? ” 

“ Why, she is a sensible girl, save in loving 
me, ” answered Richard; " and that, as Benedick 
says, is no proof of her wisdom, and no great 
argument of her folly. ” 

“ But has she spirit — spunk — dash — a spice 
of the devil about her?” 

“ Not a penny-weight — the kindest, simplest, 
and most manageable of human beings, ” answered 
the lover. 

"She won’t do then,” said the monitor, in a 
decisive tone. “ I am sorry for it, Dick; but she 
will never do. There are some women in the 
world that can bear their share in the bustling life 
we live in India — ay, and I have ‘known so me of 
them drag forward husbandathat wouig otnerwlse^ 
have stuck fpgt. in miid till the day of j udpr- 
ment. Heaven knows how they paid the tum- 
fikes they pushed them through! But these were 
none of your simple Susans, that think their eyes 
are good for nothing but to look at their husbands, 
or their fingers but to sew baby-clothes. Depend 
on it, you must give up your matrimony, or your 
views of preferment. If you wilfully tie a clog 
round your throat, never think of running a race; 
but do not suppose that your breaking off with the 
lass will make any very terrible catastrophe. A 
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scene there may be at parting; but you will soon 
forget her among the native girls, and she will 
fall in love with Mr. Tapeitout, the minister’s 
assistant and successor. She is not goods for the 
Indian market, I assure you. ” 

Among the capricious weaknesses of humanity, 
that one is particularly remarkable which inclines 
us to esteem persons and things not by their real 
value, or even by our own judgment, so much 
as by the opinion of others, who are often very 
incompetent judges. Dick Middlemas had be en 
urged forward, in his suit to Menie Q-ray, by hLs 
observing how much her partner, a booby laird . 
had been captivated by her; a nd she was now 
in his esteem, because an impudent low¬ 
lived coxcomb had presumed to talk of her with 
disparagement. Either of these worthy gentlemen 
would have been as capable of enjoying the beau¬ 
ties of Homer as judging of the merits of Menie 
Gray. 

Indeed, the ascendency which this bold-talking, 
promise-making soldier had acquired over Dick 
Middlemas, wilful as he was in general, was of 
a despotic nature; because the Captain, though 
greatly inferior in information and talent to the 
youth whose opinions he swayed, had skill in sug¬ 
gesting those tempting views of rank and wealth 
to which Richard’s imagination had been from 
childhood most accessible. One promise he exacted 
from Middlemas, as a condition of the services 
which he was to render him — it was absolute 
silence on the subject of his destination for India, 
and the views upon which it took place. " My 
recruits, ” said the Captain, “ have been all marched 
off for the d4p8t at the Isle of Wight; and I want 
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to leave Scotland, and particularly this little 
burgh, without being worried to death, of which I 
must despair, should it come to be known that I 
can provide young griffins, as we call them, with 
commissions. Gad, I should carry off all the first¬ 
born of Middlemas as cadets, and none are so scru¬ 
pulous as I am about making promises. I am as 
trusty as a Trojan for that; and you know I cannot 
do that for every one which I would for an old 
friend like Dick Middlemas.” 

Dick promised secrecy, and it was agreed that 
the two friends should not even leave the burgh 
in company, but that the Captain should set off 
first, and his recruit should join him at Edinburgh, 
where his enlistment might be attested; and then 
they were to travel together to town, and arrange 
matters for their Indian voyage. 

Notwithstanding the definitive arrangement 
which was thus made for his departure, Middle¬ 
mas thought from time to time with anxiety and 
regret about quitting Menie Gray, after the en¬ 
gagement which had passed between them. The 
resolution was taken, however; the blow was 
necessarily to be struck; and her ungrateful lover, 
long since determined against the life of domestic 
happiness, which he might have enjoyed had his 
views been better regulated, was now occupied 
with the means, not indeed of breaking off with 
her entirely, but of postponing all thoughts of 
their union until the success of his expedition to 
India. 

He might have spared himself all anxiety on 
this last subject. The wealth of that India to 
which he was bound would not have bribed Menie 
Gray to have left her father’s roof against her 
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father’s commands; still less when, deprived of 
his two assistants, he must be reduced to the 
necessity of continued exertion in his declining 
life, and therefore might have accounted himself 
altogether deserted, had his daughter departed from 
him at the same time. But though it would have 
been her unalterable determination not to accept 
any proposal of an immediate union of their for¬ 
tunes, Menie could not, with all a lover’s power 
of self-deception, succeed in persuading herself to 
be satisfied with Richard’s conduct towards her. 
Modesty, and a becoming pride, prevented her from 
seeming to notice, but could not prevent her from 
bitterly feeling, that her lover was preferring the 
pursuits of ambition to the humble lot which he 
might have shared with her, and which promised 
content at least, if not wealth. 

If he had loved me as he pretended, ” such was 
the unwilling conviction that rose on her mind, 
“ my father would surely not have ultimately 
refused him the same terms which he held out to 
Hartley. His objections would have given way 
to my happiness, nay, to Richard’s importunities, 

. which would have removed his suspicions of the 
unsettled cast of his disposition. But I fear — I 
fear Richard hardly thought the terms proposed 
were worthy of his acceptance. Would it not 
have been natural, too, that he should have asked 
me, engaged as we stand to each other, to have 
united our fate before his quitting Europe, when I 
might either have remained here with my father, 
or accompanied him to India, in quest of that 
fortune which he is so eagerly pushing for? It 
would have been wrong — very wrong — in me to 
have consented to such a proposal, unless my 
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father had authorised it; but surely it would have 
been natural that Richard should have offered it ? 
Alas I men do not know how to love like women. 
Their attachment is only one of a thousand other 
passions and predilections — they are daily engaged 
in pleasures which blunt their feelings, and in 
business which distracts them. We — we sit at 
home to weep, and to think how coldly our affec¬ 
tions are repaid! ” 

The time was now arrived at which Richard 
Middlemas had a right to demand the property 
vested in the hands of the Town-clerk and Dr. 
Gray. He did so, and received it accordingly. 
His late guardian naturally inquired what views 
he had formed in entering on life ? The imagina¬ 
tion of the ambitious aspirant saw in this simple 
question a desire, on the part of the worthy man, 
to offer, and perhaps press upon him, the same 
proposal which he had made to Hartley. He has¬ 
tened, therefore, to answer drily, that he had 
some hopes held out to him which he was not at 
liberty to communicate; but that the instant he 
reached London, he would write to the guardian of 
his youth, and acquaint him with the nature of 
his prospects, which he was happy to say were 
rather of a pleasing character. 

Gideon, who supposed that at this critical period 
of his life the father or grandfather of the young 
man might perhaps have intimated a disposition 
to open some intercourse with him, only replied, 
“ You have been the child of mystery, Richard; 
and us you came to me, so you leave me. Then, 
I was ignorant from whence you came, and now, 
I know not whither you are going. It is not, 
perhaps, a very favourable point in your horoscope. 
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that everything connected with you is a secret. 
But as I shall always think with kindness on him 
whom I have known so long, so when you remem¬ 
ber the old man, you ought not to forget that he 
has done his duty to you, to the extent of his 
means and power, and taught you that noble pro¬ 
fession, by means of which, wherever your lot 
casts you, you may always gain your bread, and 
alleviate, at the same time, the distresses of your 
fellow-creatures. ” Middlemas was excited by the 
simple kindness of his master, and poured forth 
his thanks with the greater profusion that he was 
free from the terror of the emblematical collar and 
chain, which a moment before seemed to glisten in 
the hand of his guardian, and gape to enclose his 
neck. 

"One word more,” said Mr. Gray, producing a 
small ring-case. " This valuable ring was forced 
upon me by your unfortunate mother. I have 
no right to it, having been amply paid for my ser¬ 
vices ; and I only accepted it with the purpose of 
keeping it for you till this moment should arrive. 
It may be useful, perhaps, should there occur any 
question about your identity. ” 

" Thanks, once more, my more than father, for 
this precious relic, which may indeed be useful. 
You shall be repaid, if India has diamonds left. ” 

“ India, and diamonds 1 ” said Gray. " Is your 
head turned, child ? ” 

" I mean, ” stammered Middlemas, " if London 
has any Indian diamonds. ” 

“ Pooh 1 you foolish lad, ” answered Gray, " how 
should you buy diamonds, or what should I do 
with them, if you gave me ever so many? Get 
you gone with you while I am angry. ” — The tears 
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were glistening in the old man’s eyes. —" If I get 
pleased with you again, I shall not know how to 
part with you. ” 

The parting of Middlemas with poor Menie was 
yet more afiecting. Her sorrow revived in his 
mind all the liveliness of a first love, and he 
redeemed his character for sincere attachment, by 
not only imploring an instant union, but even 
going so far as to propose renouncing his more 
splendid prospects, and sharing Mr. Gray’s humble 
toil, if by doing so he could secure his daughter’s 
hand. But though there was consolation in this 
testimony of her lover’s faith, Menie Gray was not 
so unwise as to accept of sacrifices which might 
afterwards have been repented of. 

“ No, Richard,” she said, " it seldom ends hap¬ 
pily when people alter, in a moment of agitated 
feeling, plans which have been adopted under 
mature deliberation. I have long seen that your 
views were extended far beyond so humble a sta¬ 
tion as this place affords promise of. It is natural 
they should do so, considering that the circum¬ 
stances of your birth seem connected with riches 
and with rank. Go, then, seek that riches and 
rank. It is possible your mind may be changed 
in the pursuit, and, if so, think no more about 
Menie Gray. But if it should be otherwise, we 
may meet again, and do not believe for a moment 
that there can be a change in Menie Gray’s feelings 
towards you. ” 

At this interview, much more was said than it 
is necessary to repeat, much more thought than 
was actually said. Nurse Jamieson, in whose 
chamber it took place, folded her bairns^ as she 
called them, in her arms, and declared that Heaven 
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had made them for each other, and that she would 
not ask of Heaven to live beyond the day when 
she should see them bridegroom and bride. 

At length it became necessary that the parting 
scene should end; and Richard Middlemas, mount¬ 
ing a horse which he had hired for the journey, 
set off for Edinburgh, to which metropolis he had 
already forwarded his heavy baggage. Upon the 
road the idea more than once occurred to him, that 
even yet he had better return to Middlemas, and 
secure his happiness by uniting himself at once to 
Menie Gray, and to humble competence. But 
from the moment that he rejoined his friend 
Hillary at their appointed place of rendezvous, he 
became ashamed even to hint at any change of 
purpose; and his late excited feelings were for¬ 
gotten, unless in so far as they confirmed his reso¬ 
lution, that as soon as he had attained a certain 
portion of wealth and consequence, he would haste 
to share them with Menie Gray. Yet his grati¬ 
tude to her father did not appear to have slum¬ 
bered, if we may judge from the gift of a very 
handsome cornelian seal, set in gold, and bearing 
engraved upon it Gules, a lion rampant within 
a bordure Or, which was carefully despatched to 
Stevenlaw's Land, Middlemas, with a suitable 
letter. Menie knew the handwriting, and watched 
her father’s looks as he read it, thinking, perhaps, 
that it had turned on a different topic. Her father 

good deal when he had 
examined the seal. 

" Dick Middlemas, ” he said, “ is but a fool after 
all, Menie. I am sure I am not like to forget 
him, that he should send mQ a token of remem¬ 
brance ; and if he would be so absurd, could he not 


finished the billet, and 
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have sent me the improved lithotomical apparatus ? 
And what have I, Gideon Gray, to do with the 
arms of my Lord Gray? — No, no — my old silver 
stamp, with the double G upon it, will serve my 
turn — But put the bonnie dye ^ away, Menie, my 
dear — it was kindly meant, at any rate.” 

The reader cannot doubt that the seal was safely 
and carefully preserved. 



CHAPTER VI. 


A lazar-house it seemed, wherein were laid 
Numbers of all diseased. 

Milton. 

After the Captain had finished his business, 
amongst which he did not forget to have his 
recruit regularly attested, as a candidate for glory 
in the service of the Honourable East India Com- 
pany the friends left Edinburgh. From thence 
they got a passage by sea to J^fewcastle, where 
Hillary had also some regimental affairs to tran¬ 
sact, before he joined his regiment. At Newcastle 
the Captain had the good luck to find a small brig, 
commanded by an old acquaintance and school¬ 
fellow, which was just about to sail for the Isle 
of Wight. “ I have arranged for our passage with 
him, ” he said to Middlemas — “ for when you are 
at the d^pot, you can learn a little of your duty, 
which cannot be so well taught on board of ship, 
and then I will find it easier to have you pro¬ 
moted. ” 

“ Do you mean, ” said Eichard, “ that I am to 
stay at the Isle of Wight all the time that you are 
jigging it away in London ? ” 

“ Ay, indeed do I, ” said his comrade, “ and it’s 
best for you too. Whatever business you have in 
London, I can do it for you as well, or something 
better than yourself.” 

" But I choose to transact my own business my¬ 
self, Captain Hillary,” said Eichard. 
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** Then you ought to have remained--youiL-Q 3 Kil_ 
master, Mr. Cadp> . At present you 

. are an enlisted recruit of the Honourable East 
India Company; I am your officer, and should you 
hesitate to follow me aboard, why, you foolish 
fellow, I could have you sent on board in hand¬ 
cuffs. ” 

This was jestingly spoken; but yet there was 
something in the tone which hurt Middlemas’s 
pride, and alarmed his fears. He had observed, 
of late, that his friend, especially when in com¬ 
pany of others, talked to him with an air of com¬ 
mand or superiority, difficult to be endured, and 
yet so closely allied to the freedom often exercised 
betwixt two intimates, that he could not find any 
proper mode of rebuffing or resenting it. Such 
manifestations of authority were usually followed 
by an instant renewal of their intimacy; but in 
the present case that did not so speedily ensue. 

Middlemas, indeed, consented to go with his 
companion to the Isle of Wight, perhaps because 
if he should quarrel with him the whole plan of 
his Indian voyage, and all the hopes built upon it, 
must fall to the ground. But he altered his pur¬ 
pose of intrusting his comrade with his little for¬ 
tune, to lay out as his occasions might require, 
and resolved himself to overlook the expenditure 
of his money, which, in the form of Bank of Eng¬ 
land notes, was safely deposited in his travelling 
trunk. Captain some hint 

he had thrown out on this subject was disregarded, 
appeared to think no more about it. 

The voyage was performed with safety and 
celerity; and having coasted the shores of that 
beautiful island, which he who once sees never 
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forgets, through whatever part of the world his 
future path may lead him, the vessel was soon 
anchored off the little town of Eyde; and, as the 
waves were uncommonly still, Richard felt the 
sickness diminish which, for a considerable part 
ot the passage, had occupied his attention more 
than anything else. 

The master of the brig, in honour to his passen¬ 
gers, and affection to his old schoolfellow, had 
formed an awning upon deck, and proposed to have 
the pleasure of giving them a little treat before 
they left his vessel. Lobscous, sea-pie, and other 
delicacies of a naval description had been provided 
in a quantity far disproportionate to the number 
of the guests. But the punch which succeeded 
was of excellent quality, and portentously strong. 
Captain Hillary pushed it round, and insisted 
upon his companion taking his full share in the 
merry bout, the rather that, as he facetiously said, 
there had been some dryness between them, which 
good liquor would be sovereign in removing. He 
renewed, with additional splendours, the various 
panoramic scenes of India and Indian adventures, 
which had first excited the ambition of Middlemas, 
and assured him that, even if he should not be 
able to get him a commission instantly, yet a 
short delay would only give him time to become 
better acquainted with his military duties; and 
Middlemas was too much elevated by the liquor 
he had drunk to see any difficulty which could 
oppose itself to his fortunes. Whether those who 
shared in the compotation were more seasoned 
topers — whether Middlemas drank more than 
they — or whether, as he himself afterwards sus¬ 
pected, his cup had been drugged, like those of 
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King Duncan’s bodyguard, it is certain that ,on 
this occasion he passed, with unusual rapidity, 
through all the different phases of the respectable 
state of drunkenness — laughed, sang, whooped, 
and hallooed, was maudlin in his fondness, and 
frantic in his wrath, and at length fell into a fast 
and imperturbable sleep. 

The effect of the liquor displayed itself, as 
usual, in a hundred wild dreams of parched deserts, 
and of serpents whose bite inflicted the most in¬ 
tolerable thirst — of the suffering of the Indian on 
the death-stake — and the torments of the infernal 
regions themselves; when at length he awakened, 
and it appeared that the latter vision was in fact 
realised. The sounds which had at first influenced 
his dreams, and at length broken his slumbers, 
were of the most horrible, as well as the most 
melancholy description. They came from the 
ranges of pallet-beds, which were closely packed 
together in a , species of military hospital, where 
a burning fever was the prevalent complaint. 
Many of the patients were under the influence of 
a high delirium, during which they shouted, 
shrieked, laughed, blasphemed, and uttered the 
most horrible imprecations. Others, sensible of 
their condition, bewailed it with low groans, and 
some attempts at devotion, which showed their 
ignorance of the principles, and even the forms, of 
religion. Those who were convalescent talked 
ribaldry in a loud tone, or whispered to each other 
in cant language, upon schemes which, as far as 
a passing phrase could be understood by a novice, 
had relation to violent and criminal exploits. 

Richard Middlemas’s astonishment was equal 
to hia horror. He had but one advantage over the 
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poor wretches with whom he was classed, and it 
was in enjoying the luxury of a pallet to himself 
— most of the others being occupied by two un¬ 
happy beings. He saw no one who appeared to 
attend to the wants or to heed the complaints of 
the wretches around him, or to whom he could 
offer any appeal against his present situation. He 
looked for his clothes, that he might arise and 
extricate himself from this den of horrors; but his 
clothes were nowhere to be seen, nor did he see 
his portmanteau, or sea-chest. It was much to be 
apprehended he would never see them more. 

Then, but too late, he remembered the insinua¬ 
tions which had passed current respecting his 
friend the Captain, who was supposed to have been 
discharged by Mr. Lawford, on account of some 
breach of trust in the Town-clerk's service. But 
that he should have trepanned the friend who had 
reposed his whole confidence in him — that he 
should have plundered him of his fortune, and 
placed him in this house of pestilence, with the 
hope that death might stifle his tongue, were 
iniquities not to have been anticipated, even if the 
worst of these reports were true. 

But Middlemas resolved not to be awanting to 
himself. This place must be visited by some 
officer, military or medical, to whom he would 
make an appeal, and alarm his fears at least, if 
he could not awaken his conscience. While he 
revolved these distracting thoughts, tormented at 
the same time by a burning thirst which he had 
no means of satisfying, he endeavoured to discover 
if, among those stretched upon the pallets nearest 
him, he could not discern some one likely to enter 
into conversation with him, and give him some 



THE SURGEON’S DAUGHTER. 


353 


information about the nature and customs of this 
horrid place. But the bed nearest him was occu¬ 
pied by two fellows, who, although, to judge from 
their gaunt cheeks, hollow eyes, and ghastly looks, 
they were apparently recovering from the disease, 
and just rescued from the jaws of death, were 
deeply engaged in endeavouring to cheat each 
other of a few halfpence at a game of cribbage, 
mixing the terms of the game with oaths not loud 
but deep; each turn of luck being hailed by the 
winner as well as the loser with execrations, 
which seemed designed to blight both body and 
soul, now used as the language of triumph, and 
now as reproaches against fortune. 

Next to the gamblers was a pallet, occupied 
indeed by two bodies, but only one of which was 
living — the other sufferer had been recently re¬ 
lieved from his agony. 

" He is dead — he is dead! ** said the wretched 
survivor. 

“ Then do you die too, and be d—d, ” answered 
one of the players, and then there will be a pair 
of you, as Pugg says. ” 

" I tell you he is growing stiff and cold, ” said 
the poor wretch — “ the dead is no bed-fellow for 
the living. ^For God’s sake, help to rid me of the 
corpse. ” 

“ Ay, and get the credit of having done him — as 
may be the case with yourself, friend — for he had 
some two or three hoggs about him ”- 

“You know you took the last rap from his 
breeches-pocket not an hour ago, ” expostulated the 
poor convalescent. “ But help me to take the 
body out of the bed, and I will not tell the jigger- 
dulber that you have been beforehand with him, ” 

TOL. II. — 23 
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' “Yon tell the jigger-dubher! ” answered the 
cribbage player. “ Such another word, and I will 
twist your head round till your eyes look at 
the drummer*s handwriting on your back. Hold 
your peace, and don’t bother our game with your 
gammon, or I will make you as mute as your 
bed-fellow. ” 

The unhappy wretch, exhausted, sank back 
beside his hideous companion, and the usual 
jargon of the game, interlarded with execrations, 
went on as before. 

From this specimen of the most obdurate indif¬ 
ference, contrasted with the last excess of misery, 
Middlemas became satisfied how little could be 
made of an appeal to the humanity of his fellow- 
sufferers. His heart sank within him, and the 
thoughts of the happy and peaceful home which 
he might have called his own arose before his 
overheated fancy, with a vividness of perception 
that bordered upon insanity. He saw before him 
the rivulet which wanders through the burgh-muir 
of Middlemas, where he had so often set little 
mills for the amusement of Menie while she was 
a child. One draught of it would have been worth 
all the diamonds of the East, which of late he had 
worshipped with such devotion; but that draught 
was denied to him as to Tantalus. 

Sallying his senses from this passing illusion, 
and knowing enough of the practice of the medical 
art to be aware of the necessity of preventing his 
ideas from wandering, if possible, he endeavoured 
to recollect that he was a surgeon, and, after all, 
should not have the extreme fear for the interior 
of a military hospital which its horrors might 
inspire into strangers to the profession. But 
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though he strove, by such recollections, to rally 
his spirits, he was not the less aware of the dif¬ 
ference betwixt the condition of a surgeon, who 
might have attended such a place in the course of 
his duty, and a poor inhabitant, who was at once 
a patient and a prisoner. 

A footstep was now heard in the apartment, 
which seemed to silence all the varied sounds of 
woe that filled it. The cribbage party hid their 
cards, and ceased their oaths; other wretches, 
whose complaints had arisen to frenzy, left off 
their wild exclamations and entreaties for assis¬ 
tance. Agony softened her shriek, Insanity hushed 
its senseless clamours, and even Death seemed 
desirous to stifle his parting groan in the presence 
of Captain Seelencooper. This official was the 
superintendent, or, as the miserable inhabitants 
termed him, the Governor of the Hospital. He 
had all the air of having been originally a turnkey 
in some ill-regulated jail — a stout, short, bandy¬ 
legged man, with one eye, and a double portion of 
ferocity in that which remained. He wore an 
old-fashioned tarnished uniform, which did not 
seem to have been made for him; and the voice in 
which this minister of humanity addressed the 
sick was that of a boatswain shouting in the midst 
of a storm. He had pistols and a cutlass in his 
belt; for his mode of administration being such 
as provoked even hospital patients to revolt, his 
life had been more than once in danger amongst 
them. He was followed by two assistants, who 
carried handcuff's and strait-jackets. ^ 

A.q TYiaHp. bia rounds, complaint ana 

pain were hushed, and the flourish of the bamboo, 
which he bore in his hand, seemed powerful as the 
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wand of a magician to silence all complaint and 
remonstrance. 

“ I tell you the meat is as sweet as a nosegay — 
and for the bread, it’s good enough, and too good, 
for a set of lubbers, that lie shamming Abraham, 
and consuming the Eight Honourable Company’s 
victuals — I don’t speak to them that are really 
sick, for God knows I am always for humanity. ” 
“ If that be the case, sir, ” said Richard Mid- 
dlemas, whose lair the Captain had approached, 
while he was thus answering the low and humble 
complaints of those by whose bed-side he passed — 
‘‘ if that be the case, sir, I hope your humanity 
will make you attend to what I say. ” 

“ And who the devil are you ? ” said the Gover¬ 
nor, turning on hitai his single eye of fire, while a 
sneer gathered on his harsh features, which were 
so well qualified to express it. 

“ My name is Middlemas — I come from Scot¬ 
land, and have been sent here by some strange 
mistake. I am neither a private soldier, nor am 
I indisposed, more than by the heat of this cursed 
place. ** 

" Why then, friend, all I have to ask you is, 
whether you are an attested recruit or not ? ” 

“ I was attested at Edinburgh, ” said Middlemas, 
« but”- 

“ But what the devil would you have, then ? — 
you are enlisted — the Captain and the Doctor sent 
you here — surely they know best whether you are 
private or officer, sick or well. ” 

“ But I was promised, ” said Middlemas — " pro¬ 
mised by Tom Hillary”- 

“ Promised, were you ? Why, there is not a 
man here that has not been promised something 
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by somebody or another, or perhaps has promised 
something to himself. This is the land of pro¬ 
mise, my smart fellow, but you know it is India 
that must be the land of performance. So good 
morning to you. The Doctor will come his rounds 
presently, and put you all to rights.” 

" Stay but one moment — one moment only — I 
have been robbed. ” 

“ Robbed! look you there now, ” said the Gover¬ 
nor — “ everybody that comes here has been robbed. 
— Egad, I am the luckiest fellow in Europe — 
other people in my line have only thieves and 
blackguards upon their hands; but none come to 
my ken but honest, decent, unfortunate gentle¬ 
men, that have been robbed! ” 

“ Take care how you treat this so lightly, sir, ” 
said Middlemas; “ I have been robbed of a thou¬ 
sand pounds. ” 

Here Governor Seelencoop ftr’a gravity totally 
o vercome, and his laugh was echoed hj several oL 
the patients, either because they wished to curry 
favour with the superintendent, or from the feeling 
which influences evil spirits to rejoice in the tor¬ 
tures of those who are sent to share their agony. 

“ A thousand pounds! ” exclaimed Captain See- 
lencooper, as he recovered his breath. — “ Come, 
that’s a good one — I like a fellow that does not 
make two bites of a cherry — why, there is not a 
cull in the ken that pretends to have lost more 
than a few hoggs, and here is a servant to the 
Honourable Company that has been robbed of a 
thousand pounds! Well done, Mr. Tom of Ten 
Thousand (e) —you’re a credit to the house, and to 
the service, and so good morning to you.” 

He passed on, and Richard, starting up in a storm 
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of anger and despair, found, as he would have 
called after him, that his voice, betwixt thirst 
and agitation, refused its office. “ Water, water! ” 
he said, laying hold, at the same time, of one of 
the assistants who followed Seelencooper by the 
sleeve. The fellow looked carelessly round; there 
was a jug stood by the side of the cribbage players, 
which he reached to Middlemas, bidding him 
" Drink, and be d—d. ” 

The man’s back was no sooner turned than the 
gamester threw himself from his own bed into that 
of Middlemas, and grasping firm hold of the arm 
of Richard, ere he could carry the vessel to his 
head, swore he should not have his booze. It 
may be readily conjectured that the pitcher thus 
anxiously and desperately reclaimed contained 
something better than the pure element. In fact, 
a large proportion of it was gin. The jug was 
broken in the struggle, and the liquor spilt. Mid¬ 
dlemas dealt a blow to the assailant, which was 
amply and heartily repaid, and a combat would 
have ensued, but for the interference of the supe¬ 
rintendent and his assistants, who, with a dexte¬ 
rity that showed them well acquainted with such 
emergencies, clapped a strait-waistcoat upon each 
of the antagonists. Richard’s efforts at remon¬ 
strance only procured him a blow from Captain 
Seelencooper's rattan, and a tender admonition to 
hold his tongue, if he valued a whole skin. 

Irritated at once by sufferings of the mind and of 
the body, tormented by raging thirst, and by the 
sense of his own dreadful situation, the mind of 
Richard Middlemas seemed to be on the point of 
becoming unsettled. He felt an insane desire to 
imitate and reply to the groans, oaths, and ribal- 
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dry, which, as soon as the superintendent quitted 
the hospital, echoed around him. He longed, 
though he struggled against the impulse, to vie in 
curses with the reprobate, and in screams with 
the maniac. But his tongue clove to the roof of 
his mouth, his mouth itself seemed choked with 
ashes; there came upon him a dimness of sight, 
a rushing sound in his ears, and the powers of life 
were for a time suspended. 



CHAPTEE VII. 


A wise physician, skill’d our wounds to heal. 

Is more than armies to the common weal. 

Pope’s Homer. 

As Middlemas returned to his senses, he was 
sensible that his blood felt more cool; that the 
feverish throb of his pulsation was diminished; 
that the ligatures on his person were removed, and 
his lungs performed their functions more freely. 
One assistant was binding up a vein, from which 
a considerable quantity of blood had been taken; 
another, who had just washed the face of the 
patient, was holding aromatic vinegar to his nos¬ 
trils. As he began to open his eyes, the person 
who had just completed the bandage said in Latin, 
but in a very low tone, and without raising his 
head, “ Annon sis Eicardus ille Middlemas, ex 
civitate Middlemassiense ? Kesponde in lingua 
Latina. ” 

“ Sum ille miserrimus, ” replied Eichard, again 
shutting his eyes; for, strange as it may seem, the 
voice of his comrade Adam Hartley, though his 
presence might be of so much consequence in this 
emergency, conveyed a pang to his wounded pride. 
He was conscious of unkindly, if not hostile, feel¬ 
ings towards his old companion; he remembered 
the tone of superiority which he used to assume 
over him, and thus to lie stretched at his feet, 
and in a manner at his mercy, aggravated his dis- 
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tress, by the feelings of the dying chieftain, “ Earl 
Percy sees my fall. ” This was, however, too un¬ 
reasonable an emotion to subsist above a minute. 
In the next, he availed himself of the Latin lan¬ 
guage, with which both were familiar (for in that 
time the medical studies at the celebrated Uni¬ 
versity of Edinburgh were, in a great measure, 
conducted in Latin), to tell in a few words his 
own folly, and the villany of Hillary. 

“ I must be gone instantly, ” said Hartley. 
“ Take courage — I trust to be able to assist you. 
In the meantime, take food and physic from none 
but Jfiy servant, who you see holds the sponge in 
his hand. You are in a place where a man’s life 
has been taken for the sake of his gold sleeve- 
buttons. ** 

“ Stay yet a moment, ” said Middlemas. “ Let 
me remove this temptation from my dangerous 
neighbours. ” 

He drew a small packet from his under waist¬ 
coat, and put it into Hartley’s hands. 

“ If I die, ” he said, “ be my heir. You deserve 
her better than I. ” 

All answer was prevented by the hoarse voice 
of Seelencooper. 

“ Well, Doctor, will you carry through your 
patient ? ” 

“ Symptoms are dubious yet, ” said the Doctor. 
“ That was an alarming swoon. You must have 
him carried into the private ward, and my young 
man shall attend him.” 

“ Why, if you command it, Doctor, needs must; 
— but I can tell you there is a man we both know, 
that has a thousand reasons at least for keeping 
him in the public ward.” 
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"I know nothing of your thousand reasons,” 
said Hartley; " I can only tell you that this young 
fellow is as well-limbed and likely a lad as the 
Company have among their recruits. It is my 
business to save him for their service, and if he 
dies by your neglecting what I direct, depend 
upon it I will not allow the blame to lie at my 
door. I will tell the General the charge I have 
given you. ” 

“ The General! ” said Seelencooper, much em¬ 
barrassed. “ Tell the General ? — ay, about his 
health. But you will not say anything about 
what he may have said in his light-headed fits? 
My eyes! if you listen to what feverish patients 
say when the tantivy is in their brain, your back 
will soon break with tale-bearing, for I will war¬ 
rant you plenty of them to carry. 

“ Captain Seelencooner . ” said the Doctor, “ I do 
not meddle with your department in the hospital: 
My advice to you is, not to trouble yourself with 
mine. I suppose, as I have a commission in the 
service, and have besides a regular diploma as 
a physician, I know when my patient is light¬ 
headed or otherwise. So do you let the man be 
carefully looked after, at your peril.” 

Thus saying, he left the hospital, but not till, 
under pretext of again consulting the pulse, he 
pressed the patient’s hand, as if to assure him 
once more of his exertions for his liberation. 

“ My eyes! ” muttered Seelencooper, “ this cocke¬ 
rel crows gallant, to come from a Scotch roost; 
but I would know well enough how to fetch the 
youngster off the perch, if it were not for the cure 
he has done on the General’s pickaninies. ” 

Enough of this fell on Richard’s ear to suggest 
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hopes of deliverance, which were increased when 
he was shortly afterwards removed to a separate 
ward, a place much more decent in appearance, and 
inhabited only by two patients, who seemed petty 
officers. Although sensible that he had no illness, 
save that weakness which succeeds violent agita¬ 
tion, he deemed it wisest to suffer himself still to 
be treated as a patient, in consideration that he 
should thus remain under his comrade’s superin¬ 
tendence. Yet while preparing to avail himself 
of Hartley’s good offices, the prevailing reflection 
of his secret bosom was the ungrateful sentiment, 
“ Had Heaven no other means of saving me than 
by the hands of him I like least on the face of the 
earth ? ” 

Meanwhile, ignorant of the ungrateful senti¬ 
ments of his comrade, and indeed wholly indiffe¬ 
rent how he felt towards him. Hartley proceeded 
in doing him such service as was in his power, 
without any other object than the discharge 
of his own duty as a man and as a Christian. 
The manner in which he became qualified to 
render his comrade assistance requires some short 
explanation. 

Our story took place at a period when the Direc¬ 
tors of the East India Company, with that hardy 
and persevering policy which has raised to such a 
height the British Empire in the East, had deter¬ 
mined to send a large reinforcement of European 
troops to the support of their power in India, then 
threatened by the kingdom of Mysore, of which 
the celebrated Hyder Ally had usurped the govern¬ 
ment, after dethroning his master. Considerable 
difficulty was found in obtaining recruits for that 
service. Those who might have been otherwise 
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disposed to be soldiers were afraid of the climate, 
and of the species of banishment which the engage¬ 
ment implied, and doubted also how far the en¬ 
gagements of the Company might be faithfully 
observed towards them, when they were removed 
from the protection of the British laws. For these 
and other reasons, the military service of the King 
was preferred, and that of the Company could only 
procure the worst recruits, although their zealous 
agents scrupled not to employ the worst means. 
Indeed the practice of kidnapping, or crimping, as. 
it is technically called, was at that time general, 
whether for the colonies or even for the King's 
troops ; and as the agents employed in such trans¬ 
actions must be of course entirely unscrupulous, 
there was not only much villany committed in 
the direct prosecution of the trade, but it gave rise 
incidentally to remarkable cases of robbery, and 
even murd er. ^Such atrocities were of course con- 
“ceaTed from the authorities for whom the levies 
were made, and the necessity of obtaining soldiers 
made men, whose conduct was otherwise unexcep¬ 
tionable, cold in looking closely into the mode in 
which their recruiting service was conducted. 

The principal d^pot of the troops which were by 
these means assembled was in the Isle of Wigh t, 
where the season proving unhealthy, and the men 
themselves being many of them of a bad habit of 
body, a fever of a malignant character broke out 
amongst them, and speedily crowded with patients 
the military hospital, of which Mr. Seelencooper, 
himself an old and experienced crimp and kid¬ 
napper, had obtained the superintendence. Irregu¬ 
larities began to take place also among the soldiers 
who remained healthy, and the necessity of sub- 
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jecting them to some discipline before they sailed 
was so evident, that several officers of the Com¬ 
pany's naval service expressed their belief that 
otherwise there would be dangerous mutinies on 
the passage. 

To remedy the first of these evils, the Court of 
Directors sent down to the island several of their 
medical servants, amongst whom was Hartley, 
whose qualifications had been amply certified by 
a medical board, before which he had passed an 
examination, besides his possessing a diploma from 
the University of Edinburgh as M.D. 

To enforce the discipline of their soldiers, the 
Court committed full power to one of their own 
body. General Witherington. The General was an 
ofi&cer who had distinguished himself highly in 
their service. He had returned from India five or 
six years before, with a large fortune, which he 
had rendered much greater* by an advantageous 
marriage with a rich heiress. The General and 
his lady went little into society, but seemed to 
live entirely for their infant family, those in num¬ 
ber being three, two boys and a girl. Although 
he had retired from the service, he willingly un¬ 
dertook the temporary charge committed to him, 
and, taking a house at a considerable distance 
from the town of Eyde, he proceeded to enroll the 
troops into separate bodies, appoint officers of 
capacity to each, and, by regular training and dis¬ 
cipline, gradually to bring them into something 
resembling good order. He heard their complaints 
of ill usage in the articles of provisions and ap¬ 
pointments, and did them upon all occasions the 
strictest justice, save that he was never known to 
restore one recruit to his freedom from the service^ 
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however unfairly or even illegally his attestation 
might have been obtained. 

“It is none of my business,” said General 
Witherington, “ how you became soldiers, — sol¬ 
diers I found you, and soldiers I will leave you. 
But I will take especial care that as soldiers you 
shall have everything, to a penny or a pin's head, 
that you are justly entitled to. ” He went to work 
without fear or favour, reported many abuses to 
the Board of Directors, had several officers, com¬ 
missaries, &c., removed from the service, and 
made his name as great a terror to the peculators 
at home as it had been to the enemies of Britain 
in Hindostan. 

Captain Seelencooper, and his associates in the 
hospital department, heard and trembled, fearing 
that their turn should come next; but the General, 
who elsewhere examined all with his own eyes, 
showed a reluctance to visit the hospital in person. 
Public report industriously imputed this to fear of 
infection. Such was certainly the motive; though 
it was not fear for his own safety that influenced 
General Witherington, but he dreaded lest he 
should carry the infection home to the nursery, on 
which he doated. The alarm of his lady was yet 
more unreasonably sensitive; she would scarcely 
suffer the children to walk abroad, if the wind 
but blew from the quarter where the hospital 
was situated. 

But Providence baffles the precautions of mor- 
itals. In a walk across the fields, chosen as the 
most sheltered and sequestered, the children, with 
their train of Eastern and European attendants, 
met a woman who carried a child that was re¬ 
covering from the small-pox. The anxiety of the 
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father, joined to some religious scruples on the 
mother^s part, had postponed inoculation, which 
was then scarcely come into general use. The 
infection caught like a quick-match, and ran like 
wildfire through all those in the family who had 
not previously had the disease. One of the Gene- 
raUs children, the second boy, died, and two of 
the ayahs, or black female servants, had the same 
fate. The hearts of the father and mother would 
have been broken for the child they had lost, had 
not their grief been suspended by anxiety for the 
fate of those who lived, and who were confessed to 
be in imminent danger. They were like persons 
distracted, as the symptoms of the poor patients 
seemed gradually to resemble more nearly that of 
the child already lost. 

While the parents were in this agony of appre¬ 
hension, the General’s principal servant, a native 
of Northumberland like himself, informed him 
one morning that there was a young man from the 
same county among the hospital doctors, who had 
publicly blamed the mode of treatment observed 
towards the patients, and spoken of another which 
he had seen practised with eminent success. 

" Some impudent quack, ” said the General, 
“ who would force himself into business by bold 
assertions. Dr. Tourniquet and Dr. Lancelot are 
men of high reputation. ” 

“ Do not mention their reputation, ” said the 
mother, with a mother’s impatience. “ Did they 
not let my sweet Eeuben die ? What avails the 
reputation of the physician, when the patient 
perisheth ? ” 

“ If his honour would but see Dr. Hartley, ” 
said Winter, turning half towards the lady, and 
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then turning back again to his master. " He is 
a very decent young man, who, I am sure, never 
expected what he said to reach your honour’s ears; 
— and he is a native of Northumberland.” 

“ Send a servant with a led horse, ” said the 
General; " let the young man come hither 
instantly. ” 

It is well known that the ancient mode of treat¬ 
ing the small-pox was to refuse to the patient 
everything which Nature urged him to desire, and, 
in particular, to confine him to heated rooms, beds 
loaded with blankets, and spiced wine, when 
nature called for cold water and fresh air. A dif¬ 
ferent mode of treatment had of late been adven¬ 
tured upon by some practitioners, who preferred 
reason to authority, and Gideon Gray had followed^ 
it for several years with extraordinary success. 

When General Witherington saw Hartley, he 
was startled at his youth; but when he heard him 
modestly, but with confidence, state the difference 
of the two modes of treatment, and the rationale of 
his practice, he listened with the most serious atten¬ 
tion. So did his lady, her streaming eyes turning 
from Hartley to her husband, as if to watch what 
impression the arguments of the former were 
making upon the latter. General Witherington 
was silent for a few minutes after Hartley had 
finished his exposition, and seemed buried in 
profound reflection. “ To treat a fever, ” he said, 

“ in a manner which tends to produce one, seems 
indeed to be adding fuel to fire.” 

“ It is — " said the laay. " Let us trust 

this young man. General Witherington. We shall 
at least give our darlings the comforts of the fresh 
air and cold water, for which they are pining. ” 



THE SURGEON’S DAUGHTER. 


369 


But the General remained undecided. “ Your 
reasoning, ” he said to Hartley, “ seems plausible; 
but still it is only hypothesis. What can you 
show to support your theory, in opposition to the 
general practice ? ” 

" My own observation, ” replied the young man. 

“ Here is a memorandum-book of medical cases 
which I have witnessed. It contains twenty cases 
of small-pox, of which eighteen were recoveries. ” 

“ And the two others ? ” said the General. 

“ Terminated fatally, ” replied Hartley; “ we 
can as yet but partially disarm this scourge of the 
human race. ” 

** Young man, ” continued the General, “ were I 
to say that a thousand gold mohurs were yours in 
case my children live under your treatment, what 
have you to peril in exchange 1 ” 

My reputation, ” answered Hartley, firmly. 

" And you could warrant on your reputation the 
recovery of your patients ? ” 

“ God forbid I should be so presumptuous! But 
I think I could warrant my using those means 
which, with God’s blessing, afford the fairest 
chance of a favourable result.” 

" Enough — you are modest and sensible, as well 
as bold, and I Will trust you. ” 

The lady, on whom Hartley’s words and manner 
had made a great impression, and who was eager 
to discontinue a mode of treatment which subjected 
the patients to the greatest pain and privation, 
and had already proved unfortunate, eagerly ac¬ 
quiesced, and Hartley was placed in full authority 
in the sick-room. 

Windows were thrown open, fires reduced or 
discontinued, loads of bed-clothes removed, cooling 
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drinks superseded mulled wine and spices. The 
sick-nurses cried out murder. Drs. Tourniquet 
and Lancelot retired in disgust, menacing some¬ 
thing like a general pestilence, in vengeance of 
what they termed rebellion against the neglect of 
the aphorisms of Hippocrates. Hartley proceeded 
quietly and steadily, and the patients got into a 
fair road of recovery. 

The young Northumbrian was neither conceited 
nor artful; yet, with all his plainness of character, 
he could not but know the influence which a suc¬ 
cessful physician obtains over the parents of the 
children whom he has saved from the grave, and 
especially before the cure is actually completed. 
He resolved to use this influence in behalf of his 
old companion, trusting that the military tenacity 
of General Witherington would give way on con¬ 
sideration of the obligation so lately conferred 
upon him. 

On his way to the General’s house, which was 
at present his constant place of residence, he ex¬ 
amined the packet which Middlemas had put into 
his hand. It contained the picture of Menie 
Gray, plainly set, and the ring, with brilliants, 
which Dr. Gray had given to Richard, as his 
mother’s last gift. The first of these tokens ex¬ 
tracted from honest Hartley a sigh, perhaps a tear 
of sad remembrance. “ I fear, ” he said, " she has 
not chosen worthily; but she shall be happy, if I 
can make her so. ” 

Arrived at the residence of General Withering- 
ton, our Doctor went first to the sick-apartment, 
and then carried to their parents the delightful 
account that the recovery of the children might be 
considered as certain. “ May the God of Israel 
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bless thee, young man! ” said the lady, trembling 
with emotion; “ thou hast wiped the tear from the 
eye of the despairing mother. And yet — alas! 
alas! still it must flow when I think of my cherub 
Reuben. Oh! Mr. Hartley, why did we not know 
you a week sooner ? — my darling had not then 
died. ” 

“ God gives and takes away, my lady, * answered 
Hartley; ‘‘ and you must remember, that two are 
restored to you out of three. It is far from certain 
that the treatment I have used towards the conva¬ 
lescents would have brought through their brother; 
for the case, as reported to me, was of a very 
inveterate description. ” 

“ Doctor, ” said Witherington, his voice testi¬ 
fying more emotion than he usually or willingly 
gave way to, “ you can comfort the sick in spirit 
as well as the sick in body. But it is time we 
settle our wager. You betted your reputation, 
which remains with you, increased by all the 
credit due to your eminent success, against a thou¬ 
sand gold mohurs, the value of which you will find 
in that pocketbook. ” 

“ General Witherington, ” said Hartley, “ you 
are wealthy, and entitled to be generous — I am 
poor, and not entitled to decline whatever may be, 
even in a liberal sense, a compensation for my 
professional attendance. But there is a bound to 
extravagance, both in giving and accepting; and 
I must not hazard the newly acquired reputation 
with which you flatter me, by giving room to 
have it said that I fleeced the parents, when their 
feelings were all afloat with anxiety for their 
children. Allow me to divide this large sum; 
one half I will thankfully retain, as a most liberal 
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recompense for my labour; and if you still think 
you owe me anything, let me have it in the advan¬ 
tage of your good opinion and countenance. ” 

‘‘ If I acquiesce in your proposal, Dr. Hartley, ** 
said the General, reluctantly receiving back a part 
of the contents of the pocketbook, “ it is because 
I hope to serve you with my interest, even better 
than with my purse. ” 

“ And indeed, sir, ” replied Hartley, “ it was 
upon your interest that I am just about to make a 
small claim. ” 

The General and his lady spoke both in the 
same breath, to assure him his boon was granted 
before asked. 

“ I am not so sure of that, ” said Hartley; ‘‘ for 
it respects a point on which I have heard say that 
your Excellency is rather inflexible — the dis¬ 
charge of a recruit. ” 

“ My duty makes me so, replied the General. 
“ You know the sort of fellows that we are obliged 
to content ourselves with — they get drunk — 
grow pot-valiant — enlist over-night, and repent 
next morning. If I am to dismiss all those who 
pretend to have been trepanned, we should have 
few volunteers remain behind. Every one has 
some idle story of the promises of a swaggering 
Sergeant Kite — it is impossible to attend to them. 
But let me hear yours, however. ” 

" Mine is a very singular case. The party has 
been robbed of a thousand pounds. ” 

“ A recruit for this service possessing a thousand 
pounds! My dear Doctor, depend upon it, the 
fellow has gulled you. Bless my heart, would a 
man who had a thousand pounds think of enlisting 
as a private sentinel ? ” 
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" He had no such thoughts, ” answered Hartley. 

“ He was persuaded by the rogue whom he trusted, 
that he was to have a commission. ” 

" Then his friend mnst. havft been Tom Hillary., 
or the devil; for no other could possess so much 
cunning and impudence. He will certainly find 
his way to the gallows at last. Still this story of 
the thousand pounds seems a touch even beyond 
Tom Hillary. <. What reason have you to think 
that this fellow ever had such a sum of money ? ” 

" I have the best reason to know it for certain,” 
answered Hartley; “ he and I served our time 
together, under the same excellent master; and 
when he came of age, not liking the profession 
which he had studied, and obtaining possession 
of his little fortune, he was deceived by the pro¬ 
mises of this same Hillary. ” 

Who has had him locked up in our well- 
ordered hospital yonder ? ” said the General. 

" Even so, please your Excellency, ” replied 
Hartley; “ not, I think, to cure him of any com¬ 
plaint, but to give him the opportunity of catching 
one, which would silence all inquiries. ” 

“ The matter shall be closely looked into. But 
how miserably careless the young man’s friends 
must have been to let a raw lad go into the world 
with such a companion and guide as Tom Hillary, 
and such a sum as a thousand pounds in his pocket. 
His parents had better have knocked him on the 
head. It certainly was not done like canny North¬ 
umberland, as my servant Winter calls it. ” 

“ The youth must indeed have had strangely 
hard-hearted, or careless parents,” said Mrs. Withe- 
rington, in accents of pity. 

“ He never knew them, madam, ” said Hartley; 
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" there was 'a mystery on the score of his birth. 
A c old, unwilling, and almost unknown hand dealt 
him out his portion when he came ot lawful age, and 
he was pushed into the world like a bark forced 
from shore, without rudder, compass, or pilo t. ” 

Here General Witherington involuntarily looked 
to his lady, while, guided by a similar impulse, 
her looks were turned upon him. They exchanged 
a momentary glance of deep and peculiar meaning, 
and then the eyes of both were fixed on the ground. 

“ Were you brought up in Scotland ? ” said the 
lady, addressing herself, in a faltering voice, to 
Hartley. “ And what was your master’s name ? ” 

" I served my apprenticeship with Mr. Gideon 
Gray, of the town of Middlemas, ” said Hartley. 

“ Middlemas! Gray! ” repeated the lady, and 
fainted away. 

Hartley offered the succours of his profession; 
the husband flew to support her head, and the 
instant that Mrs. Witherington began to recover, 
he whispered to her, in a tone betwixt entreaty 
and warning, ‘‘ Zilia, beware — beware! ” 

Some imperfect sounds which she had begun to 
frame died away upon her tongue. 

“ Let me assist you to your dressing-room, my 
love,” said her obviously anxious husband. 

She arose with the action of an automaton, 
which moves at the touch of a spring, and half 
hanging upon her husband, half dragging herself 
on by her own efforts, had nearly reached the door 
of the room, when Hartley, following, asked if he 
could be of any service. 

“ No, sir, ” said the General, sternly; " this is 
no case for a stranger's interference; when you 
are wanted I will send for you. ” 
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Hartley stepped back on receiving a rebuff in a 
tone so different from that which General Withe- 
rington had used towards him in their previous 
intercourse, and disposed, for the first time, to 
give credit to public report, which assigned to 
that gentleman, with several good qualities, the 
character of a very proud and haughty man. 
Hitherto, he thought, I have seen him tamed by 
sorrow and anxiety, now the mind is regaining its 
natural tension. But he must in decency interest 
himself for this unhappy Middlemas. 

The General returned into the apartment a 
minute or two afterwards, and addressed Hartley 
in his usual tone of politeness, though apparently 
still under great embarrassment, which he in vain 
endeavoured to conceal. 

“Mrs. Witherington is better,” he said, “and 
will be glad to see you before dinner. You dine 
with us, I hope ? ” 

Hartley bowed. 

“ Mrs. Witherington is rather subject to this 
sort of nervous fits, and she has been much harassed 
of late by grief and apprehension. When she re¬ 
covers from them, it is a few minutes before she 
can collect her ideas, and during such intervals — 
to speak very confidentially to you, my dear Dr.. 
Hartley — she speaks sometimes about imaginary 
events which have never happened, and sometimes 
about distressing occurrences in an early period of 
life. I am not, therefore, willing that any one 
but myself, or her old attendant Mrs. Lopez, 
should be with her on such occasions. ” 

Hartley admitted that a certain degree of light¬ 
headedness was often the consequence of nervous 
fits. 
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The General proceeded. " As to this young 
man — t*his friend of yours — this Richard Mid- 
dlemas — did you not call him so ? ” 

“ Not that I recollect, ” answered Hartley; " but 
your Excellency has hit upon his name. ” 

That is odd enough — Certainly you said 
something about Middlemas ? ** replied General 
Witherington. 

“ I mentioned the name of the town, ” said 
Hartley. 

"Ay, and I caught it up afe the name of the 
recruit — I was indeed occupied at the moment by 
my anxiety about my wife. But this Middlemas, 
since such is his name, is a wild young fellow, I 
suppose ? ” 

" I should do him wrong to say so, your Excel¬ 
lency. He may have had his follies like other 
young men; but his conduct has, so far as I know, 
been respectable; but, considering we lived in the 
same house, we were not very intimate. ” 

“ That is bad — I should have liked him — 
that is — it would have been happy for him to 
have had a friend like you. But I suppose you 
studied too hard for him. He would be a soldier, 
ha ? — Is he good-looking ? ” 

" Remarkably so, ” replied Hartley; “ and has a 
very prepossessing manner. ” 

" Is his complexion dark or fair ? ” asked the 
General. 

" Rather uncommonly dark, ” said Hartley, — 
“ darker, if I may use the freedom, than your 
Excellency's. ” 

" Nay, then, he must be a black ouzel indeed! — 
Does he understand languages ? ” 

" Latin and French tolerably well. ” 
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“ Of course lie cannot fence or dance ? ” 

“ Pardon me, sir, I am no great judge; but 
Richard is reckoned to do both with uncommon 
skill. ” 

“ Indeed! — Sum this up, and it sounds well. 
Handsome, accomplished in exercises, moderately 
learned, perfectly well-bred, not unreasonably wild. 
All this comes too high for the situation of a pri¬ 
vate sentinel. He must have a commission. Doctor 
— entirely for your sake. ” 

" Your Excellency is generous. ” 

“ It shall be so; and I will find means to make 
Tom Hillary disgorge his plunder, unless he pre¬ 
fers being hanged, a fate he has long deserved. 
You cannot go back to the hospital to-day. You 
dine with us, and you know Mrs. Witherington's 
fears of infection; but to-morrow find out your 
friend. Winter shall see him equipped with 
everything needful. Tom Hillary shall repay 
advances, you know; and he must be ofif with the 
first detachment of the recruits, in the Middlesex 
Indianian, which sails from the Downs on Monday 
fortnight; that is, if you think him fit for the 
voyage. I dare say the poor fellow is sick of the 
Isle of Wight. ” 

“ Your Excellency will permit the young man to 
pay his respects to you before his departure ? * 

“ To what purpose, sir ? ^ said the General, 
hastily and peremptorily; but instantly added, 
" You are right — I should like to see him. Win¬ 
ter shall let him know the time, and take horses 
to fetch him hither. But he must have been out 
of the hospital for a day or two; so the sooner you 
can set him at liberty the better. In the mean¬ 
time, take him to your own lodgings, Doctor; 
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and do not let him form any intimacies with the 
officers, or any others, in this place, where he may 
light on another Hillary. 

Had Hartley been as well acquainted as the 
reader with the circumstances of young Middle- 
mas’s birth, he might have drawn decisive conclu¬ 
sions from the behaviour of General Witheringtoii, 
while his comrade was the topic of conversation. 
But as Mr. Gray and Middlemas himself were both 
silent on the subject, he knew little of it but from 
general report, which his curiosity had never in¬ 
duced him to scrutinise minutely. Nevertheless, 
what he did apprehend interested him so much, 
that he resolved upon trying a little experiment, 
in which he thought there bould be no great harm. 
He placed on his finger the remarkable ring in¬ 
trusted to his care by Richard Middlemas, and 
endeavoured to make it conspicuous in approaching 
Mrs. Witherington; taking care, however, that 
this occurred during her husband’s absence. Her 
eyes had no sooner caught a sight of the gem than 
they became riveted to it, and she begged a nearer 
sight of it, as strongly resembling one which she 
had given to a friend. Taking the ring from his 
finger, and placing it in her emaciated hand, 
Hartley informed her it was the property of the 
friend in whom he had just been endeavouring to 
interest the General. Mrs. Witherington retired 
in great emotion, but next day summoned Hartley 
to a private interview, the particulars of which, so 
far as are necessary to be known, shall be after¬ 
wards related. 

On the succeeding day after these important dis¬ 
coveries, Middlemas, to his great delight, was 
rescued from his seclusion in the hospital, and 
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transferred to his comrade’s lodgings in the town 
of Eyde, of which Hartley himself was a rare 
inmate; the anxiety of Mrs. Witherington detain¬ 
ing him at the General’s house, long after his 
medical attendance might have been dispensed 
with. 

Within two or three days a commission arrived 
for Richard Middlemas, as a lieutenant in the 
service of the East India Company. Winter, by 
his master’s orders, put the wardrobe of the young 
officer on a suitable footing; while Middlemas, 
enchanted at finding himself at once emancipated 
from his late dreadful difficulties, and placed under 
the protection of a man of such importance as the 
General, obeyed implicitly the hints transmitted 
to him by Hartley, and enforced by Winter, and 
abstained from going into public, or forming ac¬ 
quaintances with any one. Even Hartley himself 
he saw seldom; and, deep as were his obligations, 
he did not perhaps greatly regret the absence of 
one whose presence always affected him with a 
sense of humiliation and abasement. 



CHAPTEE VIII. 


The evening before he was to sail for the Downs, 
where the Middlesex lay ready to weigh anchor, 
the new lieutenant was summoned by Winter to 
attend him to the General’s residence, for the 
purpose of being introduced to his patron, to thank 
him at once, and to bid him farewell. On the 
road, the old man took the liberty of schooling his 
companion concerning the respect which he ought 
to pay to his master, “ who was, though a kind 
and generous man as ever came from Northumber¬ 
land, extremely rigid in punctiliously exacting the 
degree of honour which was his due. ” 

While they were advancing towards the house, 
the General and his wife expected their arrival 
with breathless anxiety. They were seated in a 
superb drawing-room, the General behind a large 
chandelier, which, shaded opposite to his face, 
threw all the light to the other side of the table, 
so that he could observe any person placed there, 
without becoming the subject of observation in 
turn. On a heap of cushions, wrapped in a glit¬ 
tering drapery of gold and silver muslins, mingled 
with shawls, a luxury which was then a novelty 
in Europe, sate, or rather reclined, his lady, who, 
past the full meridian of beauty, retained charms 
enough to distinguish her as one who had been 
formerly a very fine woman, though her mind 
seemed occupied by the deepest emotion. 
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" Zilia, ” said her husbaiid, " you are unable for 
what you have undertaken — take my advice — 
retire — you shall know all and everything that 
passes — but retire. To what purpose should 
you cling to the idle wish of beholding for a 
moment a being whom you can never again look 
upon ? ” 

" Alas! ” answered the lady, “ and is not your 
declaration, that I shall never see him more, a 
sufficient reason that I should wish to see him 
now — should wish to imprint on my memory the 
features and the form which I am never again to 
behold while we are in the body? Do not, my 
Richard, be more cruel than was my poor father, 
even when his wrath was in its bitterness. He 
let me look upon my infant, and its cherub face 
dwelt with me, and was my comfort, among the 
years of unutterable sorrow in which my youth 
wore away. ” 

“ It is enough, Zilia — you have desired this 
boon — I have granted it — and, at whatever risk, 
my promise shall be kept. But think how much 
depends on this fatal secret — your rank and esti^ 
mation in society — my honour interested that 
that estimation should remain uninjured. Zilia, 
the moment that the promulgation of such a secret 
gives prudes and scandal-mongers a right to treat 
you with scorn, will be fraught with unutterable 
misery, perhaps with bloodshed and death, should 
a man dare to take up the rumour. ” 

“ You shall be obeyed, my husband, ” answered 
Zilia, “ in all that the frailness of nature will per¬ 
mit. But oh, God of my fathers, of what clay 
hast thou fashioned us, poor mortals, who dread so 
much the shame which follows sin, yet repent so 
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little for the sin itself! ” In a minute afterwards 
steps were heard — the door opened — Winter an¬ 
nounced Lieutenant Middlemas, and the uncon¬ 
scious son stood before his parents. 

Witherington started up involuntarily, but im¬ 
mediately constrained himself to assume the easy 
deportment with which a superior receives a de¬ 
pendant, and which, in his own case, was usually 
mingled with a certain degree of hauteur. The 
mother had less command of herself. She too 
sprang up, as if with the intention of throwing 
herself on the neck of her son, for whom she had 
travailed and sorrowed. But the warning glance 
of her husband arrested her, as if by magic, and 
she remained standing, with her beautiful head 
and neck somewhat advanced, her hands clasped 
together, and extended forward in the attitude of 
motion, but motionless, nevertheless, as a marble 
statue, to which the sculptor has given all the 
appearance of life, but cannot impart its powers. 
So strange a gesture and posture might have ex¬ 
cited the young officer's surprise; but the lady 
stood in the shade, and he was so intent in looking 
upon his patron, that he was scarce even conscious 
of Mrs. Witherington's presence. 

“ I am happy in this opportunity, ” said Mid¬ 
dlemas, observing that the General did not speak, 
“ to return my thanks to General Witherington, to 
whom they never can be sufficiently paid. ” 

The sound of his voice, though uttering words 
so indifferent, seemed to dissolve the charm which 
kept his mother motionless. She sighed deeply, 
relaxed the rigidity of her posture, and sank back 
on the cushions from which she had started up. 
Middlemas turned a look towards her at the sound 
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of the sigh, and the rustling of her drapery. The 
General hastened to speak. 

“ My wife, Mr. Middlemas, has been unwell of 
late — your friend, Mr. Hartley, might mention it 
to you — an affection of the nerves. ” 

Mr. Middlemas was, of course, sorry and con¬ 
cerned. 

“ We have had distress in our family, Mr. Mid¬ 
dlemas, from the ultimate and heart-breaking con¬ 
sequences of which we have escaped by the skill 
of your friend, Mr. Hartley. We will be happy if 
it is in our power to repay a part of our obliga¬ 
tions in services to his friend and prot^gd, Mr. 
Middlemas. ” 

“ I am only acknowledged as Ms prot^gd, then, ” 
thought Eichard; but he saidy “ Every one must 
envy his friend, in having had the distinguished 
good fortune to be of use to General Witherington 
and his family. ” 

“ You have received your commission, I pre¬ 
sume. Have you any particular wish or desire 
respecting your destination?” 

" No, may it please your Excellency,” answered 
Middlemas. “ I suppose Hartley would tell your 
Excellency my unhappy state — that I am an 
orphan, deserted by the parents who cast me on 
the wide world, an outcast about whom nobody 
knows or cares, except to desire that I should 
wander far enough, and live obscurely enough, not 
to disgrace them by their connection with me. ” 

Zilia wrung her hands as he spoke, and drew 
her muslin veil closely around her head, as if to 
exclude the sounds which excited her mental 
agony. 

“ Mr. Hartley was not particularly communica- 
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tive about your affairs," said the General; “ nor do 
I wish to give you the pain of entering into them. 
What I desire to know is, if you are pleased with 
your destination to Madras ? ” 

" Perfectly, please your Excellency — anywhere, 
so that there is no chance of meeting the villain 
Hillary. ” 

" Oh! Hillary’s services are too necessary in the 
purlieus of St. Giles’s, the Lowlights of New¬ 
castle, and such like places, where human carrion 
can be picked up, to be permitted to go to India. 
However, to show you the knave has some grace, 
there are the notes of which you were robbed. 
You will find them the very same paper which 
you lost, except a small sum which the rogue had 
spent, but which a friend has made up, in com¬ 
passion for your sufferings. ” Richard Middlemas 
sank on one knee, and kissed the hand which 
restored him to independence. 

" Pshaw! ” said the General, “ you are a silly 
young man; ” but he withdrew not his hand from 
his caresses. This was one of the occasions on 
which Dick Middlemas could be oratorical. 

" Oh, my more than father, ” he said, " how much 
greater a debt do I owe to you than to the un¬ 
natural parents, who brought me into this world by 
their sin, and deserted me through their cruelty 1 ” 

Zilia, as she heard these cutting words, flung 
back her veil, raising it on both hands till it 
floated behind her like a mist, and then, giving 
a faint groan, sank down in a swoon. Pushing 
Middlemas from him with a hasty movement, 
General Witherington flew to his lady’s assistance, 
and carried her in his arms, as if she had been a 
childi into the anteroom, where an old servant 
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waited with the means of restoring suspended 
animation, which the unhappy husband too truly 
anticipated might be useful. These were hastily 
employed, and succeeded in calling the sufferer 
to life, but in a state of mental emotion that was 
terrible. 

Her mind was obviously impressed by the last 
words which her son had uttered. — “ Did you 
hear him, Richard ? ” she exclaimed, in accents 
terribly loud, considering the exhausted state of 
her strength. “ Did you hear the words ? It was 
Heaven speaking our condemnation by the voice of 
our own child. But do not fear, my Richard, do 
not weep! I will answer the thunder of Heaven 
with its own music. ” 

She flew to a harpsichord which stood in the 
room, and, while the servant and master gazed on 
each other, as if doubting whether her senses were 
about to leave her entirely, she wandered over the 
keys, producing a wilderness of harmony, com¬ 
posed of passages recalled by memory, or combined 
by her own musical talent, until at length her 
voice and instrument united in one of those mag¬ 
nificent hymns in which her youth had praised 
her Maker, with voice and harp, like the Royal 
Hebrew* who composed it. The tear ebbed insen¬ 
sibly from the eyes which she turned upwards — 
her vocal tones, combining with those of the 
instrument, rose to a pitch of brilliancy seldom 
attained by the most distinguished performers, 
and then sank into a dying cadence, which fell, 
never again to rise — for the songstress had died 
with her strain. 

The horror of the distracted husband may be 
conceived, when all efforts to restore life proved 
VOL. M. — 25 
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totally ineffectual. Servants were despatched for 
medical men — Hartley, and every other who could 
be found. The General precipitated himself into 
the apartment they had so lately left, and in his 
haste ran against Middleinas, who, at the sound 
of the music from the adjoining apartment, had 
naturally approached nearer to the door, and, sur¬ 
prised and startled by the sort of clamour, hasty 
steps, and confused voices which ensued, had re¬ 
mained standing there, endeavouring to ascertain 
the cause of so much disorder. 

The sight of the unfortunate young man wa¬ 
kened the General’s stormy passions to frenzy. 
He seemed to recognise his son only as the cause 
of his wife’s death. He seized him by the collar, 
and shook him violently as he dragged him into 
the chamber of mortality. 

“ Come hither, ” he said, " thou for whom a life 
of lowest obscurity was too mean a fate — come 
hither, and look on the parents whom thou hast so 
much envied — whom thou hast so often cursed. 
Look at that pale emaciated form, a figure of wax, 
rather than flesh and blood — that is thy mother — 
that is the j unhappy Zilia M on(;ada, t o whom thy 
birth was thesource of shame and misery, and to 
whom thy ill-omened presence has now brought 
death itself. And behold me ” — he pushed the 
lad from him, and stood up erect, looking well- 
nigh in gesture and figure the apostate spirit he 
described — “ Behold me ” — he said; " see you 
not my hair streaming with sulphur, my brow 
scathed with lightning ? — I am the Arch-Fiend — 
I am the father whom you seek — I am the ac- 
A^iTftAd Tmahflin’f. be seducer of Zilia, anJ" 

Jthe fnthrr of hrr mnrdorcr!” 
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Hartley entered while this horrid scene was 
passing. All attention to the deceased, he in¬ 
stantly saw, would be thrown away; and under¬ 
standing, partly from Winter , partly from the 
tenor of the Generars frantic discourse, the nature 
of the disclosure which had occurred, he hastened 
to put an end, if possible, to the frightful and 
scandalous scene which had taken place. Aware 
how delicately the General felt on the subject of 
reputation, he assailed him with remonstrances on 
such conduct, in presence of so many witnesses. 
But the mind had ceased to answer to that once 
powerful key-note. 

“ I care not if the whole world hear my sin and 
my punishment, ” said Withcrington. ‘‘ It shall 
not be again said of me, that I fear shame more 
than I repent sin. I feared shame only for Zilia, 
and Zilia is dead! ” 

“ But her memory, General — spare the memory 
of your wife, in which the character of your 
children is involved.” 

“ I have no children! ” said the desperate and 
violent man. “ My Reuben is gone to Heaven, to 
prepare a lodging for the angel who has now 
escaped from earth in a flood of harmony, which 
can only be equalled where she is gone. The 
other two cherubs will not survive their mother, 
I shall be, nay, I already feel myself, a childless 
man. ” 

“ Yet I am your son, ” replied Middlemas, in a 
tone sorrowful, but at the same time tinged with 
sullen resentment — " your son by your wedded 
wife. Pale as she lies there, I call upon you both 
to acknowledge my rights, and all who are present 
to bear witness to them,, ” 
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" Wretch! ” exclaimed the maniac father, “ canst 
thou think of thine own sordid rights in the midst 
of death and frenzy ? My son! — thou art the 
fiend who hast occasioned iny wretchedness in this 
world, and who will share my eternal misery in 
the next. Hence from my sight, and my curse 
go with thee! ” 

His eyes fixed on the ground, his arms folded 
on his breast, the haughty and dogged spirit of 
Middlemas yet seemed to meditate reply. But 
Hartley, Winter, and other bystanders interfered, 
and forced him from the apartment. As they 
endeavoured to remonstrate with him, he twisted 
himself out of their grasp, ran to the stables, and 
seizing the first saddled horse that he found, out 
of many that had been in haste got ready to seek 
for assistance, he threw himself on its back, and 
rode furiously off. Hartley was about to mount 
and follow him; but Winter and the other domes¬ 
tics threw themselves around him, and implored 
him not to desert their unfortunate master, at a 
time when the influence which he had acquired 
over him might be the only restraint on the vio¬ 
lence of his passions, 

" He had a coup de soldi in India, ” whispered 
Winter, “ and is capable of anything in his fits. 
These cowards cannot control him, and 1 am old 
and feeble.” 

Satisfied that General Witherington was a greater 
object of compassion than Middlemas, whom besides 
he had no hope of overtaking^ and who he believed 
was safe in his own keeping, however violent 
might be his present emotions. Hartley returned 
where the greater emergency demanded his imme¬ 
diate care. 
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He found the unfortunate General contending 
with the domestics, who endeavoured to prevent his 
making his way to the apartment where his chil¬ 
dren slept, and exclaiming furiously — “ Rejoice, 
my treasures — rejoice! — He has fled who would 
proclaim your father’s crime, and your mother’s 
dishonour! — He has fled, never to return, whose 
life has been the death of one parent, and the ruin 
of another! — Courage, my children, your father is 
with you — he will make his way to you through 
a hundred obstacles! ” 

The domestics, intimidated and undecided, were 
giving way to him, when Adam Hartley ap¬ 
proached, and, placing himself before the unhappy 
man, fixed his eye firmly on the General’s while 
he said in a low but stern voice —" Madman, 
would you kill your children ? ” 

The General seemed staggered in his resolution, 
but still attempted to rush past him. But Hartley 
seizing him by the collar of his coat on each side, 
“ You are my prisoner,” he said; “ I command you 
to follow me, ” 

“ Ha I prisoner, and for high treason ? Dog, 
thou hast met thy death! ” 

The distracted man drew a poniard from his 
bosom, and Hartley’s strength and resolution might 
not perhaps have saved his life, had not Winter 
mastered the General’s right hand, and contrived 
to disarm him. 

“ I am your prisoner, then, ” he said; “ use me 
civilly — and let me see my wife and children. ” 

“ You shall see them to-morrow, ” said Hart¬ 
ley ; " follow us instantly, and without the least 
resistance. * 

General Witherington followed like a child. 
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with the air of one who is suffering for a cause in 
which he glories. 

“ I am not ashamed of my principles, ” he said. 
" I am willing to die for my king. ” 

Without exciting his frenzy, by contradicting 
the fantastic idea which occupied his imagination. 
Hartley continued to maintain over his patient the 
ascendency he had acquired. He caused him to 
he led to his apartment, and beheld him suffer 
himself to be put to bed. Administering then a 
strong composing draught, and causing a servant 
to sleep in the room, he watched the unfortunate 
man till dawn of morning. 

General Witherington awoke in his full senses, 
and apparently conscious of his real situation, 
which he testified by low groans, sobs, and tears. 
When Hartley drew near his bedside, he knew 
him perfectly, and said, “ Do not fear me — the 
fit is over — leave me now, and see after yonder 
unfortunate. Let him leave Britain as soon as 
possible, and go where his fate calls him, and 
where we can never meet more. Winter knows 
my ways, and will take care of me.” 

Winter gave the same advice. “ I can answer,” 
he said, " for my master’s security at present; but 
in Heaven’s name, prevent his ever meeting again 
with that obdurate young man! ” 



CHAPTER IX. 


Well, then, the worlcVs mine oyster. 

Which I with sword will open. 

Merry Wives of Windsor. 

When Adam Hartley arrived at his lodgings in 
the sweet little town of Eyde, his first inquiries 
were after his comrade. He had arrived last night 
late, man and horse all in a foam. He made no 
reply to any questions about supper or the like, 
but, snatching a candle, ran up stairs into his 
apartment, and shut and double-locked the door. 
The servants only supposed that, being something 
intoxicated, he had ridden hard, and was unwilling 
to expose himself. 

Hartley went to the door of his chamber, not 
without some apprehensions; and after knocking 
and calling more than once, received at length the 
welcome return, “ Who is there ? ” 

On Hartley announcing himself, the door opened, 
and Middlemas appeared, well dressed, and with 
his hair arranged and powdered; although, from- 
the appearance of the bed, it had not been slept 
in on the preceding night, and Eichard’s counte¬ 
nance, haggard and ghastly, seemed to bear witness 
to the same fact. It was, however, with an affec¬ 
tation of indifference that he spoke. 

" I congratulate you on your improvement in 
worldly knowledge, Adam. It is just the time to 
desert the poor heir, and stick by him that is in 
immediate possession of the wealth.” 
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" I stayed last night at General Witherington’s, ** 
answered Hartley, " because he is extremely ill. ” 

“ Tell him to repent of his sins, then, ” said 
Richard. " Old Gray used to say, a doctor had as 
good a title to give ghostly advice as a parson. 
Do you remember Dr. Dulberry, the minister, 
calling him an interloper ? Ha! ha! ha! ” 

“ I am surprised at this style of language from 
one in your circumstances. ” 

“ Why, ay, ” said Middlemas, with a bitter smile, 
— it would be difficult to most men to keep 
up their spirits, after gaining and losing father, 
mother, and a good inheritance, all in the same 
day. But I had always a turn for philosophy.” 

" I really do not understand you, Mr. Mid¬ 
dlemas. ” 

“ Why, I found my parents yesterday, did I 
not ? ” answered the young man. My mother, 
as you know, had waited but that moment to die, 
and my father to become distracted; and I con¬ 
clude both were contrived purposely to cheat me 
of my inheritance, as he has taken up such a 
prejudice against me. ” 

“ Inheritance ? ” repeated Hartley, bewildered 
by Richard’s calmness, and half suspecting that 
the insanity of the father was hereditary in the 
family. “ In Heaven’s name, recollect yourself, 
and get rid of these hallucinations. What inheri¬ 
tance are you dreaming of?” 

" That of my mother, to be sure, who must have 
inherited old Monqada’s wealth — and to whom 
should it descend, save to her children? — I am 
the eldest of them — that fact cannot be denied.” 

“But consider, Richard — recollect yourself.” 

“ I do, ” said Richard; “ and what then ? ” 
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“ Then you cannot but remember, ” said Hartley, 

“ that unless there was a will in your favour, your 
birth prevents you from inheriting.” 

“ You are mistaken, sir, I am legitimate. — 
Yonder sickly brats, whom you rescued from the 
grave, are not more legitimate than I am. — Yes! 
our parents could not allow the air of Heaven to 
breathe on them — me they committed to the 
winds and the waves — I am nevertheless their 
lawful child, as well as their puling offspring of 
advanced age and decayed health. I saw them, 
Adam — Winter showed the nursery to me while 
they were gathering courage to receive me in the 
drawing-room. There they lay, the children of 
predilection, the riches of the East expended that 
they might sleep soft, and wake in magnificence. 
I, the eldest brother — the heir — 1 stood beside 
their bed in the borrowed dress which I had so 
lately exchanged for the rags of an hospital. Their 
couches breathed the richest perfumes, while I 
was reeking from a pest-house; and I — I repeat 
it — the heir, the produce of their earliest and best 
love, was thus treated. No wonder that my look 
was that of a basilisk.” 

“ You speak as if you were possessed with an 
evil spirit, ” said Hartley; “ or else you labour 
under a strange delusion. ” 

“ You think those only are legally married over 
whom a drowsy parson has read the ceremony from 
a dog's-eared prayer-book? It may be so in your 
English law—but Scotland makes Love himself 
the priest. A vow betwixt a fond couple, the blue 
heaven alone witnessing, will protect a confiding 
girl against the perjury of a fickle swain, as much 
as if a Dean had performed the rites in the loftiest 
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cathedral in England. Nay, more; if the child 
of love be acknowledged by the father at the time 
when he is baptised — if he present the mother to 
strangers of respectability as his wife, the laws of 
Scotland will not allow him to retract the justice 
which has, in these actions, been done to the 
female whom he has wronged, or the offspring of 
their mutual love. 

Witherington. treated 
wife before Gray and others, quartered her as such 
in the family of a respectable man, gave her the 
same name by which he himself chose to pass for 
the time. He presented me to the priest as his 
lawful offspring; and the law of Scotland(/),bene¬ 
volent to the helpless child, will not allow him 
now to disown what he so formally admitted. I 
know my rights, and am determined to claim 
them. ” 

** You do not then intend to go on board the 
Middlesex? Think a little — You will lose your 
voyage and your commission. ” 

“ I will save my birth-right, ” answered Middle- 
mas. “ When I thought of going to India, I knew 
not my parents, or how to make good the rights 
which I had through them. That riddle is solved. 
I am entitled to at least a third of Moncjada’s 
estate, which, by Winter’s account, is conside¬ 
rable. But for you, and your mode of treating 
the small-pox, I should have had the whole. 
Little did I think, when old Gray was likely to 
have his wig pulled off, for putting out fires, 
throwing open windows, and exploding whisky 
and water, that the new system of treating the 
small-pox was to cost me so many thousand 
pounds. ” 


my unhappy mother as his 
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“ You are determined, then, said Hartley, “ on 
this wild course ? ” 

“ I know my rights, and am determined to 
make them available, ” answered the obstinate 
youth. 

“ Mr. Richard Middlemas, I am sorry for you. ” 

" Mr. Adam Hartley, I beg to know why I am 
honoured by your sorrow.” 

"I pity you,” answered Hartley, “both for the 
obstinacy of selfishness, which can think of wealth 
after the scene you saw last night, and for the idle 
vision which leads you to believe that you can 
obtain possession of it.” 

“ Selfish! ” cried Middlemas. “ Why, I am a 
dutiful son, labouring to clear the memory of a 
calumniated mother — And am I a visionary ? — 
Why, it was to this hope that I awakened, when 
old Monqada’s letter to Gray, devoting me to per¬ 
petual obscurity, first roused me to a sense of my 
situation, and dispelled the dreams of my child¬ 
hood. Do you think that I would ever have sub¬ 
mitted to the drudgery which I shared with you, 
but that, by doing so, I kept in view the only 
traces of these unnatural parents, by means of 
which I proposed to introduce myself to their 
notice, and, if necessary, enforce the rights of a 
legitimate child ? The silence and death of 
Monqada broke my plans, and it was then only 
I reconciled myself to the thoughts of India. ” 

“ You were very young to have known so much 
of the Scottish law, at the time when we were first 
acquainted, ” said Hartley. “ But I can guess your 
instructor. ” 

“ No less authority than Tom Hillary’s, ” replied 
Middlemas. “ His good counsel on that bead is 
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a reason why I do not now prosecute him to the 
gallows. ” 

“ I judged as much, ” replied Hartley; " for I 
heard him, before I left Middlemas, debating the 
point with Mr. Lawford; and I recollect perfectly, 
that he stated the law to be such as you now lay 
down. ” 

" And what said Lawf ord in answer ? ” demanded 
Middlemas. 

" He admitted, ” replied Hartley, “ that in cir¬ 
cumstances where the case was doubtful, such pre¬ 
sumptions of legitimacy might be admitted. But 
he said they were liable to be controlled by posi¬ 
tive and precise testimony, as, for instance, the 
evidence of the mother declaring the illegitimacy 
of the child.” 

** But there can exist none such in my case, ” 
said Middlemas hastily, and with marks of alarm. 

I will not deceive you, Mr. Middlemas, though 
I fear I cannot help giving you pain. I had yes¬ 
terday a long conference with your mother, Mrs. 
Withering ton, in which she acknowledged you as 
her son, but a son born before marriage. This 
express declaration will, therefore, put an end to 
the suppositions on which you ground your hopes.* 
If you please, you may hear the contents of her 
declaration, which I have in her own hand¬ 
writing. ” 

“ Confusion! is the cup to be for ever dashed 
from my lips ? ” muttered Richard; but recovering 
his composure, hy exertion of the self-command of 
which he possessed so large a portion, he desired 
Hartley to proceed with his communication. 
Hartley accordingly proceeded to inform him of 
the particulars preceding his birth, and those 
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which followed after it; while Middlemas, seated 
on a sea-chest, listened with inimitable composure 
to a tale which went to root up the flourishing 
hopes of wealth which he had lately so fondly 
entertained. 

Zilia Mon^ada was the only child of a Por^ 
tuguese Jew of great. wen U.li whn Tin/I p ottip 
London, in prosecution of his commerce^ Among 
the few Christians who frequented his house, and 
occasionally his table, was Richard Tresham, a 
gentleman of a high Northumbrian family, deeply 
engaged in the service of Charles Edward during 
his short invasion, and though holding a commis- 
sion in the Portuguese service, still an object of 
suspicion to the British government, on account 
of his well-known courage and Jacobitical prin¬ 
ciples. The high-bred elegance of this gentleman, 
together with his complete acquaintance with the 
Portuguese language and manners, had won the 
intimacy of old Monc^^ada, and, alas i the heart of 
the inexperienced Zilia, who, beautiful as an 
angel, had as little knowledge of the world and its 
wickedness as the lamb that is but a week old. 

Tresham made his proposals to Monc^iada, per¬ 
haps in a manner which too evidently showed that 
he conceived the high-born Christian was degrading 
himself in asking an alliance with the wealthy 
Jew. Mon(;ada rejected his proposals, forbade him 
his house, but could not prevent the lovers from 
meeting in private. Tresham made a dishonourable 
use of the opportunities which the poor Zilia so 
incautiously afforded, and the consequence was her 
ruin. The lover, however, had every purpose of 
righting the injury which he had inflicted, and, 
after various plans of secret marriage, which were 
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rendered aV^nrf.ivp. hy Mip r^j fference o f religion.^Tic^ 
other circumstances, flight for Scotland was deter¬ 
mined on. The hurry of the journey, the fear and 
anxiety to which Zilia was subject, brought on 
her confinement several weeks before the usual 
time, so that they were compelled to accept of the 
assistance and accommodation oflered by Mr. Gray. 
They had not been there many hours ere Tresham 
heard, by the medium of some sharp-sighted or 
keen-eared friend, that there were warrants out 
against him for treasonable practices. His corre¬ 
spondence with Charles Edward had become known 
to Mon(^*ada during the period of their friendship; 
he betrayed it in vengeance to the British Cabinet, 
and warrants were issued, in which, at Monc^'ada’s 
request, his daughter’s name was included. This 
might be of use, he apprehended, to enable him 
to separate his daughter from Tresham, should he 
find the fugitives actually married. How far he 
succeeded, the reader already knows, as well as 
the precautions which he took to prevent the 
living evidence of his child’s frailty from being 
known to exist. His daughter he carried with 
him, and subjected her to severe restraint, which 
her own reflections rendered doubly bitter. It 
would have completed his revenge, had the author 
of Zilia’s misfortunes been brought to the scaffold 
for his political offences. But Tresham skulked 
among friends in the Highlands, and escaped until 
the affair blew over. 

He afterwards entered into the East India Com¬ 
pany’s service, under his mother’s name of Withe- 
rington, which concealed the Jacobite and rebel, 
until these terms were forgotten. His skill in 
military affairs soon raised him to riches and 
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eminence. Wlien he returned to Britain, his first 
inquiries were after the family of Monrada. His 
fame, his wealth, and the late conviction that his 
daughter never would marry any but him who had 
her first love, induced the old man to give that 
encouragement to General Witherington which he 
had always denied to the poor and outlawed Major 
Tresham; and the lovers, after having been four¬ 
teen years separated, were at length united in 
wedlock. 

General Witherington eagerly concurred in the 
earnest wish of his father-in-law, that every re¬ 
membrance of former events should be buried, by 
leaving the fruit of the early and unhappy intrigue 
suitably provided for, but in a distant and obscure 
situation. Zilia thought far otherwise. Her heart 
longed, with a mother’s longing, towards the ob¬ 
ject of her first maternal tenderness, but she dared 
not place herself in opposition at once to the will 
of her father, and the decision of her husband. 
The former, his religious prejudices much effaced 
by his long residence in England, had given con¬ 
sent that she should conform to the established 
religion of her husband and her country, — the 
latter, haughty as we have described him, made it 
his pride to introduce the beautiful convert among 
his high-born kindred. The discovery of her 
former frailty would have proved a blow to her 
respectability, which he dreaded like death; and 
it could not long remain a secret from his wife, 
that, in consequence of a severe illness in India, 
even his reason became occasionally shaken by any¬ 
thing which violently agitated his feelings. She 
had, therefore, acquiesced in patience and silence 
in the course of policy which Monqada had devised, 
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and which her husband anxiously and warmly 
approved. Yet her thoughts, even when their 
marriage was blessed with other offspring, anxiously 
reverted to the banished and outcast child, who had 
first been clasped to the maternal bosom. 

All these feelings, “ subdued and cherished 
long,” were set afloat in full tide by the unex¬ 
pected discovery of this son, redeemed from a lot 
of extreme misery, and placed before his mother’s 
imagination in circumstances so disastrous. 

It was in vain that her husband had assured her 
that he would secure the young man’s prosperity, 
by his purse and his interest. She could not be 
satisfied, until she had herself done something to 
alleviate the doom of banishment to which her 
eldest-born was thus condemned. She was the 
more eager to do so, as she felt the extreme deli¬ 
cacy of her health, which was undermined by so 
many years of secret suffering. 

Mrs. Witherington was, in conferring her ma¬ 
ternal bounty, naturally led to employ the agency 
of Hartley, the companion of her son, and to whom, 
since the recovery of her younger children, she 
almost looked up as to a tutelar deity. She 
placed in his hands a sum of £2000, which she 
had at her own unchallenged disposal, with a re¬ 
quest, uttered in the fondest and most affectionate 
terms, that it might be applied to the service of 
Eichard Middlemas in the way Hartley should 
think most useful to him. She assured him of 
further support, as it should be needed; and a 
note to the following purport was also intrusted 
to him, to be delivered when and where the pru¬ 
dence of Hartley should judge it proper to confide 
to him the secret of hie birth. 
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^<0h, Benoni ! Oh, child of my sorrow said this 
interesting document, ‘‘why should the eyes of thy 
unhappy motlier be about to obtain permission to look 
on thee, since her arms were denied the right to fold 
thee to her bosom ? May the God of Jews and of 
Gentiles watch over thee, and guard thee ! May he 
remove, in his good time, the darkness which rolls 
between me and the beloved of my heart — the first 
fruit of my unhappy, nay, unhallowed affection. Do 
not — do not, my beloved ! — think thyself a lonely 
exile, while thy mother’s prayers arise for thee at sun¬ 
rise and at sunset, to call down every blessing on thy 
head — to invoke every power in thy protection and 
defence. Seek not to see me — oh, why must I say 
so ? — But let me humble myself in the dust, since it 
is my own sin, my own folly, which I must blame ; — 
but seek not to see or speak with me — it might be the 
death of both. Confide thy thoughts to the excellent 
Hartley, who hath been the guardian angel of us all — 
even as the tribes of Israel had each their guardian angel. 
What thou shalt wish, and he shall advise in thy behalf, 
shall be done, if in the power of a mother — And the 
love of a mother ! Is it bounded by seas, or can deserts 
and distance measure its limits ? Oh, child of my 
sorrow I Oh, Benoni ! let thy spirit be with mine, as 
mine is with thee. 

“Z. M.’’ 


All these arrangements being completed, the 
unfortunate lady next insisted with her husband 
that she should be permitted to see her son in that 
parting interview which terminated so fatally. 
Hartley, therefore, now discharged as her executor 
the duty intrusted to him as her confidential 
agent. 

“ Surely, ” ^he thought, as, having finished his 
communication, he was about to leave the apart- 

VOL. II. — 26 



4 oii SURGEON’S DAUGHTER. 

ment — “ surely the demons of Ambition and 
Avarice will unclose the talons which they have 
fixed upon this man, at a charm like this.” 

And indeed Richard's heart had been formed of 
the nether millstone, had he not been duly affected 
by these first and last tokens of his mother's affec¬ 
tion. He leant his head upon a table, and his 
tears flowed plentifully. Hartley left him undis¬ 
turbed for more than an hour, and on his return 
found him in nearly the same altitude in which 
he had left him. 

"I regret to disturb you at this moment,” he 
said^ “ but I have still a part of my duty to dis¬ 
charge. I must place in your possession the 
deposit which your mother made in my hands — 
and 1 must also remind you that time flies fast, 
and that you have scarce an hour or two to deter¬ 
mine whether you will prosecute your Indian 
voyage, under the new view of circumstances 
which I have opened to you.” 

Middlemas took the bills which his mother had 
bequeathed him. As he raised his head. Hartley 
could observe that his face was stained with tears. 
Yet he counted over the money with mercantile 
accuracy; and though he assumed the pen for the 
purpose of writing a discharge with an air of in¬ 
consolable dejection, yet he drew it up in good set 
terms, like one who had his senses much at his 
command. 

“ And now, ” he said, in a mournful voice, “ give 
me my mother's narrative.” 

Hartley almost started, and answered hastily, 
“ You have the poor lady’s letter, which was ad¬ 
dressed to yourself — the narrative is addressed to 
me. It is my warrant for disposing of a large 
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sum of money — it concerns the rights of third 
parties, and I cannot part with it. ” 

Surely, surely it were better to deliver it into 
my hands, were it but to weep over it, ” answered 
Middlemas. ‘‘ My fortune. Hartley, has been very 
cruel. You see that my parents purposed to have 
made me their undoubted heir; yet their purpose 
was disappointed by accident. And now my 
mother comes with well-intended fondness, and 
while she means to advance my fortune, furnishes 
evidence to destroy it. — Come, come, Hartley — 
you must be conscious that my mother wrote those 
details entirely for my information. I am the 
rightful owner, and insist on having them.” 

" I am sorry I must insist on refusing your 
demand,” answered Hartley, putting the papers in 
his pocket. " You ought to consider, that if this 
communication has destroyed the idle and ground¬ 
less hopes which you have indulged in, it has, at 
the same time, more than trebled your capital; 
and that if there are some hundreds or thousands 
in the world richer than yourself, there are many 
millions not half so well provided. Set a brave 
spirit, then, against your fortune, and do not 
doubt your success in life.” 

His words seemed to sink into the gloomy mind 
of Middlemas. He stood silent for a moment, and 
then answered with a reluctant and insinuating 
voice — 

“ My dear Hartley, we have long been compa¬ 
nions — you can have neither pleasure nor interest 
in ruining my hopes — you may find some in for¬ 
warding them. Monqada’s fortune will enable me 
to allow .five thousand pounds to the friend who 
should aid me in my difficulties.” 
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“Good morning to you, Mr. Middlemas,* said 
Hartley, endeavouring to withdraw. 

“ One moment — one moment,” said Middlemas, 
holding his friend by the button at the same time, 
“ I meant to say ten thousand — and — and — 
marry whomsoever you like — I will not be your 
hinderance. ” 

“You are a villain!” said Hartley, breaking 
from him, “ and I always thought you so. ” 

' “ And you, ” answered Middlemas, “ are a fool, 

and I never thought you better. Off he goes — Let 
him — the game has been played and lost — I must 
hedge my bets: India must be my back-play. ” 

All was in readiness for his departure. A small 
vessel and a favouring gale conveyed him and 
several other military gentlemen to the Downs, 
where the Indiaman which was to transport them 
from Europe lay ready for their reception. 

His first feelings were sufficiently disconsolate. 
But, accustomed from his infancy to conceal his 
internal thoughts, he appeared in the course of 
a week the gayest and best-bred passenger who 
ever dared the long and weary space betwixt Old 
England and her Indian possessions. At Madras, 
where the sociable feelings of the resident inhabi¬ 
tants give ready way to enthusiasm in behalf of any 
stranger of agreeable qualities, he experienced that 
warm hospitality which distinguishes the British 
character in the East. 

Middlemas was well received in company, and 
in the way of becoming an indispensable guest at 
every entertainment in the place, when the vessel 
on board of which Hartley acted as surgeon’s mate 
arrived at the same settlement. The latter would 
not, from his situation, have been entitled to 
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expect much civility and attention; but this dis¬ 
advantage was made up by his possessing the most 
powerful introductions from General Witherington, 
and from other persons of weight in Leadenhall 
Street, the General’s friends, to the f)rincipal 
inhabitants in the settlement. He found himself 
once more, therefore, moving in the same sphere 
with Middlemas, and under the alternative of 
living with him on decent and distant terms, or 
of breaking off with him altogether. 

The first of these courses might perhaps have 
been the wisest; but the other was most congenial 
to the blunt and plain character of Hartley, who 
saw neither propriety nor comfort in maintaining 
a show of friendly intercourse, to conceal hate, 
contempt, and mutual dislike. 

The circle at Fort St. George was much more 
restricted at that time than it has been since. 
The coldness of the young men did not escape 
notice; it transpired that they had been once inti¬ 
mates and fellow-students; yet it was now found 
that they hesitated at accepting invitations to the 
same parties. Rumour assigned many different 
and incompatible reasons for this deadly breach, 
to which Hartley gave no attention whatever, 
while Lieutenant Middlemas took care to counte¬ 
nance those which represented the cause of the 
quarrel most favourably to himself. 

“ A little bit of rivalry had taken place, ” he 
said, when pressed by gentlemen for an explana¬ 
tion ; “ he had only had the good luck to get 
further in the good graces of a fair lady than his 
friend Hartley, who had made a quarrel of it, as 
they saw. He thought it very silly to keep up 
spleen, at such a distance of time and space. He 
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was sorry, more for the sake of the strangeness of 
the appearance of the thing than anything else, 
although his friend had really some very good 
points about him. ” 

Whiles these whispers were working their effect 
in society, they did not prevent Hartley from 
receiving the most flattering assurances of encou¬ 
ragement and official promotion from the Madras 
government as opportunity should arise. Soon 
after, it was intimated to him that a medical ap¬ 
pointment of a lucrative nature in a remote settle¬ 
ment was conferred on him, which removed him 
for some time from Madras and its neighbourhood. 

Hartley accordingly sailed on his distant expe¬ 
dition ; and it was observed that after his depar¬ 
ture the character of Middlemas, as if some check 
had been removed, began to display itself in dis¬ 
agreeable colours. It was noticed that this young 
man, whose manners were so agreeable and so 
courteous during the first months after his arrival 
in India, began now to show symptoms of a 
haughty and overbearing spirit. He had adopted, 
for reasons which the reader may conjecture, but 
which appeared to be mere whim at Fort St. George, 
the name of Tresham, in addition to that by which 
he had hitherto been distinguished, and in this he 
persisted with an obstinacy which belonged more 
to the pride than the craft of his character. The 
lieutenant-colonel of the regiment, an old cross- 
tempered martinet, did not choose to indulge the 
captain (such was now the rank of Middlemas) in 
this humour. 

" He knew no officer, ” he aaid, “ by any name 
save that which he bore in his commission, ” and 
he Middlemas’d the captain on all occasions. 
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One fatal evening the captain was so much 
provoked as to intimate peremptorily " that he 
knew his own name best.” 

Why, Captain Middlemas, ” replied the colonel, 
“ it is not every child that knows its own father, so 
how can every man be so sure of his own name ? ” 
The bow was drawn at a venture, but the shaft 
found the rent in the armour, and stung deeply. 
In spite of all the interposition which could be 
attempted, Middlemas insisted on challenging the 
colonel, who could be persuaded to no apology. 

" If Captain Middlemas,” he said, “ thought the 
cap fitted, he was welcome to wear it. ” 

The result was a meeting, in which, after the 
parties had exchanged shots, the seconds tendered 
their mediation. It was rejected by Middlemas, 
who, at the second fire, had the misfortune to kill 
his commanding officer. In consequence, he was 
obliged to fly from the British settlements; for, 
being universally blamed for having pushed the 
quarrel to extremity, there was little doubt that 
the whole severity of military discipline would 
be exercised upon the delinquent. Middlemas, 
therefore, vanished from Fort St. George, and, 
though the affair had made much noise at the 
time, was soon no longer talked of. It was under¬ 
stood, in general, that he had gone to seek that 
fortune at the court of some native prince which 
he could no longer hope for in the British 
settlements. 



CHAPTEE X. 


Three years passed away after the fatal rencounter 
mentioned in the last chapter, and Dr. Hartley 
returning from his appointed mission, which was 
only temporary, received encouragement to settle in 
Madras in a medical capacity; and, upon having 
done so, soon had reason to think he had chosen 
a line in which he might rise to wealth and 
reputation. His practice was not confined to 
his countrymen, but much sought after among the 
natives, who, whatever may be their prejudices 
against the Europeans in other respects, universally 
esteem their superior powers in the medical pro¬ 
fession. This lucrative branch of practice rendered 
it necessary that Hartley should make the Oriental 
languages his study, in order to hold communica¬ 
tion with his patients without the intervention of 
an interpreter. He had enough of opportunities to 
practise as a linguist, for, in acknowledgment, as 
he used jocularly to say, of the large fees of the 
wealthy Moslemah and Hindoos, he attended the 
poor of all nations gratis, whenever he was called 
upon. 

It so chanced that one evening he was hastily 
summoned, by a message from the Secretary of the 
Government, to attend a patient of consequence. 
“ Yet he is, after all, only a Fakir, ” said the mes¬ 
sage. “ You will find him at the tomb of Gara 
Eazi, the Mahomedan saint and doctor, about one 
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coss from the fort. Inquire for him by the name 
o f ^ Barak el Hadf^i. Such a patient promises no 
fees; but we know how little you care about the 
pagodas; and, besides, the Government is your 
paymaster on this occasion. ” 

“ That is the last matter to be thought on, ” said 
Hartley, and instantly repaired in his palanquin 
to the place pointed out to him. 

T he tomb of the Owliah. nr MflhnmPflRn 
£?ara Bazi, was a place held in much reverence by 
^very good Mussulma n. It was situated in the 
centre of a grove of mangos and tamarind-trees, 
and was built of red stone, having three domes, 
and minarets at every corner. There was a court 
in front, as usual, around which were cells con¬ 
structed for the accommodation of the Fakirs who 
visited the tomb from motives of devotion, and 
made a longer or shorter residence there as they 
thought proper, subsisting upon the alms which 
the Faithful never fail to bestow on them in 
exchange for the benefit of their prayers. These 
devotees were engaged day and night in reading 
verses of the Koran before the tomb, which was 
constructed of white marble, inscribed with sen¬ 
tences from the book of the Prophet, and with the 
various titles conferred by the Koran upon the 
Supreme Being. Such a sepulchre, of which there 
are many, is, with its appendages and attendants, 
respected during wars and revolutions, and no less 
by Feringis (Franks, that is) and Hindoos than by 
Mahomedans themselves. The Fakirs, in return, 
act as spies for all parties, and are often employed 
in secret missions of importance. 

Complying with the Mahomedan custom, our 
friend Hartley laid aside his shoes at the gates of 
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the holy precincts, and, avoiding to give offence by 
approaching near to the tomb, he went up to the 
principal Moullah, or priest, who was distinguish¬ 
able by the length of his beard, and the size of the 
large wooden beads, with which the Mahomedans, 
like the Catholics, keep register of their prayers. 
Such a person, venerable by his age, sanctity of 
character, and his real or supposed contempt of 
worldly pursuits and enjoyments, is regarded as 
the head of an establishment of this kind. 

The Moullah is permitted by his situation to 
be more communicative with strangers than his 
younger brethren, who in the present instance 
remained with their eyes fixed on the Koran, 
muttering their recitations without noticing the 
European, or attending to what he said, as he 
inquired at their superior for Barak el Hadgi. 

The Moullah was seated on the earth, from 
which he did not arise, or show any mark of reve¬ 
rence ; nor did he interrupt the tale of his beads, 
which he continued to count assiduously while 
Hartley was speaking. When he finished, the old 
man raised his eyes, and looking at him with an 
air of distraction, as if he was endeavouring to 
recollect what he had been saying, he at length 
pointed to one of the cells, and resumed his devo¬ 
tions like one who felt impatient of whatever 
withdrew his attention from his sacred duties, 
were it but for an instant. 

Hartley entered the cell indicated, with the 
nfliifl.1 n f Salam Alaikum. His patient 

lay on a little carpet in a corner of the small 
white-washed cell. He was a man of about forty, 
dressed in the black robe of his order, very much 
tom and patched. He wore a high conical cap of 
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Tartarian felt, and had round his neck the string 
of black beads belonging to his order. His eyes 
and posture indicated suffering, which he was 
enduring with stoical patience. 

“ Salam Alaikum, ” said Hartley; “ you are in 
pain, niy father ? ” — a title which he gave rather 
to the profession than to the years of the person 
he addressed. 

" Salam Alailmm Icma sahastem,"* answered the 
Fakir. “ Well is it for you that you have suffered 
patiently. The Book saith, such shall be the 
greeting of the angels to those who enter paradise. ” 

The conversation being thus opened, the phy¬ 
sician proceeded to inquire into the complaints 
of the patient, and to prescribe what he thought 
advisable. Having done this, he was about to 
retire, when, to his great surprise, the Fakir ten¬ 
dered him a ring of some value. 

. “ The wise,” said Hartley, declining the present, 
and at the same time paying a suitable compliment 
to the Fakir’s cap and robe — “ tlie wise of every 
country are brethren. My left hand takes no 
guerdon of my right.” 

" A Feringi can then refuse gold! ” said the 
Fakir. “ I thought they took it from every hand, 
whether pure as that of an Houri, or leprous like- 
Gehazi’s — even as the hungry dog recketh not 
whether the flesh he eateth be of the camel of the 
prophet Saleth, or of the ass of Degial — on whose 
head be curses! ” . 

“ The Book says, ” replied Hartley, " that it is 
Allah who closes and who enlarges the heart. I 
Frank and Mussulman are all alike moulded by 
his pleasure. ” 

“ My brother hath spoken wisely, ” answered the 



412 


THE SURGEON’S DAUGHTER. 


patient. " Welcome the disease, if it bring thee 
acquainted with a wise physician. For what saith 
the poet — *It is well to have fallen to the earth, 
if while grovelling there thou shalt discover a 
diamond. * ” 

The physician made repeated visits to his 
patient, and continued to do so even after the 
health of El Hadgi was entirely restored. He had 
no difficulty in discerning in him one of those 
secret agents frequently employed by Asiatic 
Sovereigns. His intelligence, his learning, above 
all, his versatility and freedom from prejudices of 
every kind, left no doubt of Barak's possessing the 
necessary qualifications for conducting such deli¬ 
cate negotiations; while his gravity of habit and 
profession could not prevent his features from 
expressing occasionally a perception of humour, 
not usually seen in devotees of his class. 

Barak el Hadgi talked often, amidst their pri¬ 
vate conversations, of the power and dignity of the 
■Nawaub of Mysore : and Hartley had little doub t 
that he came from the Court of Hyder Ali, on 
i^me secret mission, perhaps for achieving a more 
solid peace betwixt that able and sagacious Prince 
and the East India Company's Government, — that 
which existed for the time being regarded on both 
parts as little more than a hollow and insincere 
truce. He told many stories to the advantage of 
this Prince, who certainly was one of the wisest 
that Hindostan could boast; and amidst great 
crimes, perpetrated to gratify his ambition, dis¬ 
played many instances of princely generosity, and, 
what was a little more surprising, of even-handed 
justice. 

On one occasion, shortly before Barak el Hadgi 
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left Madras, he visited the Doctor, and partook of 
his sherbet, which he preferred to his own, per¬ 
haps because a few glasses of rum or brandy were 
usually added to enrich the compound. It might 
be owing to repeated applications to the jar which 
contained this generous fluid, that the Pilgrim 
became more than usually frank in his commu¬ 
nications, and not contented with praising his 
Nawaub with the most hyperbolic eloquence, he 
began to insinuate the influence which he himself 
enjoyed with the Invincible, the Lord and Shield 
of the Faith of the Prophet. 

“ Brother of my soul, ” he said, “ do but think if 
thou needest aught that the all-powerful Hyder 
Ali Khan Bahauder can give; and then use not 
the intercession of those who dwell in palaces, and 
wear jewels in their turbans, but seek the cell of 
thy brother at the Great City, which is Seringa- 
patam. And the poor Fakir, in his torn cloak, 
shall better advance thy suit with the Nawaub 
[for Hyder did not assume the title of Sultaun] 
than they who sit upon seats of honour in the 
Divan. ” 

With these and sundry other expressions of 
regard, he exhorted Hartley to come into the 
HMfysor^ and look upon the face of the Great 
"^*rince, whose glance inspired wisdom, and whose 
nod conferred wealth, so that Folly or Poverty 
could not appear before him. He offered at the 
same time to requite the kindness which Hartley 
had evinced to him, by showing him whatever 
was worthy the attention of a sage in the land of 
Mysore. 

Hartley was not reluctant to promise to under¬ 
take the proposed journey, if the continuance of 
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good understanding betwixt their governments 
should render it practicable, and in reality looked 
forward to the possibility of such an event with a 
good deal of interest. The friends parted with 
mutual good wishes, after exchanging, in the 
Oriental fashion, such gifts as became sages, to 
whom knowledge was to be supposed dearer than 
wealth. Barak el Hadgi presented Hartley with 
a small quantity of the balsam of Mecca, very 
hard to be procured in an unadulterated form, and 
gave him at the same time a passport in a peculiar 
character, which he assured him would be respected 
by every officer of the Nawaub, should his friend 
be disposed to accomplish his visit to the Mysore. 

“ The head of him who should disrespect this safe- 
conduct, ” he said, “ shall not be more safe than 
that of the barley-stalk which the reaper has 
grasped in his hand.” 

Hartley requited these civilities by the present 
of a few medicines little used in the East, but 
such as he thought might, with suitable directions, 
be safely intrusted to a man so intelligent as his 
Moslem friend. 

It was several months after Barak had returned 
to the interior of India that Hartley was asto¬ 
nished by an unexpected rencounter. 

The ships from Europe had but lately arrived, 
and had brought over their usual cargo of boys 
longing to be commanders, and young women with¬ 
out any purpose of being married, but whom a 
pious duty to some brother, some uncle, or other 
male relative, brought to India to keep his house, 
until they should find themselves unexpectedly, 
in one of their own. Dr, Hartley happened to 
attend a public breakfast given on this occasion 
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by a gentleman high in the service. The roof of 
his friend had been recently enriched by a con¬ 
signment of three nieces, whom the old gentleman, 
justly attached to his quiet hookah, and, it was 
said, to a pretty girl of colour, desired to offer to 
the public, that he might have the fairest chance 
to get rid of his new guests ns soon as possible. 
Hartley, who was thought a fish worth casting a 
fly for, was contemplating this fair investment 
with very little interest, when he heard one of the 
company say to another in a low voice,— 

"Angels and ministers! there is our old ac¬ 
quaintance, the Queen of Sheba, returned upon 
our hands like unsaleable goods.” 

Hartley looked in the same direction with the 
two who were speaking, and his eye was caught 
by a Semiramis-looking person, of unusual stature 
and amplitude, arrayed in a sort of riding-habit, 
but so formed, and so looped and gallooned with 
lace, as made it resemble the upper tunic of a 
native chief. Her robe was composed of crimson 
silk, rich with flowers of gold. She wore wide 
trousers of light-blue silk, a fine scarlet shawl 
around her waist, in which was stuck a creeze, 
with a richly ornamented handle. Her throat 
and arms were loaded with chains and bracelets, 
and her turban, formed of a shawl similar to that 
worn around her waist, was decorated by a magni¬ 
ficent aigrette, from which a blue ostrich plume 
flowed in one direction, and a red one in another. 
The brow, of European complexion, on which this 
tiara rested, was too lofty for beauty, but seemed 
made for command; the aquiline nose retained its 
form, but the cheeks were a little sunken, and the 
oomplefxion so very brilliant, as to give strong 
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evidence that the whole countenance had under¬ 
gone a thorough repair since the lady had left her 
couch. A black female slave, richly dressed, 
stood behind her with a chowry, or cow’s tail, 
having a silver handle, which she used to keep 
off the flies. From the mode in which she was 
addressed by those who spoke to her, this lady 
appeared a person of too much importance to be 
affronted or neglected, and yet one with whom 
none desired further communication than the oc¬ 
casion seemed in propriety to demand. 

She did not, however, stand in need of atten¬ 
tion. The well-known captain of an East Indian 
vessel lately arrived from Britain was sedulously 
polite to her; and two or three gentlemen, whom 
Hartley knew to be engaged in trade, tended upon 
her as they would have done upon the safety of a 
rich argosy. 

" For Heaven’s sake, what is that for a Zenobia ? ” 
said Hartley, to the gentleman whose whisper had 
first attracted his attention to this lofty dame. 

“ Is it possible you do not know the Queen of 
Sheba ? ” said the person of whom he inquired, 
no way loth to communicate the information de¬ 
manded. “ You must know, then, that she is the 
daughter of a Scotch emigrant, who lived and 
died at Pondicherry, a sergeant in Lally’s regi¬ 
ment. She managed to marry a partisan officer 
named Montreville, a Swiss or Frenchman, I can¬ 
not tell which. After the surrender of Pondi¬ 
cherry, this hero and heroine — But hey — what 
the devil are you thinking of ? — If you stare at 
her that way, you will make a scene; for she will 
think nothing of scolding you across the table. ” 

But without attending to his friend’s remon- 
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strances, Hartley bolted from the table at which 
he sat, and made his way, with something less 
than the decorum which the rules of society en¬ 
join, towards the place where the lady in question 
was seated. 

“ The Doctor is surely mad this morning,” said 
his frien d Major Mercer to old Quarterm aster 
.Ca lder. 

Indeed Hartley was not perhaps strictly in his 
senses; for, looking at the Queen of Sheba as he 
listened to Major Mercer, his eye fell on a light 
female form beside her, so placed as if she desired 
to be eclipsed by the bulky form and flowing robes 
we have described, and to his extreme astonish¬ 
ment he recognised the friend of his childhood, 
the love of his youth — Menie G ra y herself! _ 

To see her in India was in itselr astonishing. 
To see her apparently under such strange patronage 
greatly increased his surprise. To make his way 
to her, and address her, seemed the natural and 
direct mode of satisfying the feelings which her 
appearance excited. 

His impetuosity was however checked, when, 
advancing close upon Miss Gray and her com¬ 
panion, he observed that the former, though she 
looked at him, exhibited not the slightest token of 
recognition, unless he could interpret as such that 
she slightly touched her upper-lip with her fore¬ 
finger, which, if it happened otherwise than by 
mere accident, might be construed to mean, " Do 
not speak to me just now.” Hartley, adopting 
such an interpretation, stood stock still, blushing 
deeply; for he was aware that he made for the 
moment but a silly figure. 

He was the rather convinced of this, when, with 
VOL. n.—27 
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a voice which in the force of its accents corre¬ 
sponded with her commanding air, Mrs. Montre- 
ville addressed him in English, which savoured 
slightly of a Swiss patois, — “ You haave come to us 
very fast, sir, to say nothing at all. Are you sure 
you did not get your tongue stolen by de way ? ** 

“ I thought I had seen an old friend in that 
lady, madam, ” stammered Hartley, “ but it seems 
I am mistaken. ” 

“ The good people do tell me that you are one 
Doctors Hartley, sir. Now, my friend and I do 
not know Doctors Hartley at all. ” 

“ I have not the presumption to pretend to your 

acquaintance, madam, but him ”- 

Here Menie repeated the sign in such a manner 
that, though it was only momentary. Hartley 
could not misunderstand its purpose; he therefore 
changed the end of his sentence, and added, ‘‘ But 
I have only to make my bow, and ask pardon for 
my mistake.* 

He retired back accordingly among the company, 
unable to quit the room, and inquiring at those 
whom he considered as the best newsmongers for 
such information as — “ Who is that stately look¬ 
ing woman, Mr. Butler?” 

“ Oh, the Queen of Sheba, to be sure. ” 

“ And who is that pretty girl who sits beside 
her? ** 

“ Or rather behind her, * answered Butler, a 
military chaplain; " faith, I cannot say:— Pretty, 
did you call her ? * turning his opera-glass that 
way — “ Yes, faith, she is pretty — very pretty — 
Qad, ^he shoots her glances as smartly from behind 
the old pile yonder, as Teucer from behind Ajax 
Telamon's shield. * 
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“ But who is she, can you tell me ? ** 

" Some fair-skinned speculation of old Montre- 
ville*s, I suppose, that she has got either to toady 
herself, or take in some of her black friends with. 
— Is it possible you have never heard of old 
Mother Montreville ? ” 

" You know I have been so long absent from 
Madras ” — 

“Well,” continued Butler, “this lady is the 
widow of a Swiss officer in the French service, 
who, after the surrender of Pondicherry, went off 
into the interior, and commenced soldier on his 
own account. He got possession of a fort, under 
pretence of keeping it for some simple Eajah or 
other; assembled around him a parcel of desperate 
vagabonds, of every colour in the rainbow; occu¬ 
pied a considerable territory, of which he raised 
the duties in his own name, and declared for 
independence. But Hyder Naig understood no 
such interloping proceedings, and down he came, 
besieged the fort and took it, though some pretend 
it was betrayed to him by this very woman. Be 
that as it may, the poor Swiss was found dead on 
the ramparts. Certain it is, she received large 
sums of money, under pretence of paying off her 
troops, surrendering of hill-forts, and Heaven 
knows what besides. She was permitted also to 
retain some insignia of royalty; and, as she was 
wont to talk of Hyder as the Eastern Solomon, 
she generally became known by the title of Queen 
of Sheba. She leaves her court when she pleases, 
and has been as far as Fort St. George before now. 
In a word, she does pretty much as she likes. 
The great folks here are civil to her, though they 
look on her as little better than a spy. As to 
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Hyder, it is supposed he has insured her fidelity 
by borrowing the greater part of her treasures, 
which prevents her from daring to break with 
him, — besides other causes that smack of scandal 
of another sort. ” 

“ A singular story, ” replied Hartley to his com¬ 
panion, while his heart dwelt on the question how 
it was possible that the gentle and simple Menie 
Gray should be in the train of such a character as 
this adventuress. 

" But Butler has not told you the best of it, ” 
said Major Mercer, who by this time came round 
to finish his own story. “ Your old acquaintance, 
Mr. Tresham, or Mr. Middlemas, or whatever else 
he chooses to be called, has been complimented by 
a report that he stood very high in the good graces 
of this same Boadicea. He certainly commanded 
some troops which she still keeps on foot, and 
acted at their head in the Nawaub’s service, who 
craftily employed him in whatever could render 
him odious to his countrymen. The British pri¬ 
soners were intrusted to his charge, and, to judge 
by what I felt myself, the devil might take a 
lesson from him in severity.” 

" And was he attached to, or connected with, 
this woman ? ” 

" So Mrs. Humour told us in our dungeon. Poor 
Jack Ward had the bastinado for celebrating their 
merits in a parody on the playhouse song. 

Sure such a pair were never seen. 

So aptly formed to meet by nature. ” 

Hartley could listen no longer. The fate of 
Menie Gray, connected with such a man and such 
a woman, rushed on his fancy in the most horrid 
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colours, and he was struggling through the throng 
to get to some place where he might collect his 
ideas, and consider what could be done for her 
protection, when a black attendant touched his 
arm, and at the same time slipped a card into his 
hand. It bore, “ Miss Gray. Mrs. Montreville’s. 
a t the house of Ram Cottah. in the Blad k 

Town. ” Qn the reverse was written with a pencil, 
“ jSight in the morning. ” 

This intimation of her residence implied, of 
course, a permission, nay, an invitation, to wait 
upon her at the hour specified. Hartley’s heart 
beat at the idea of seeing her once more, and still 
more highly at the thought of being able to serve 
her. At least, he thought, if there is danger near 
her, as is much to be suspected, she shall not want 
a counsellor, or, if necessary, a protector. Yet, at 
the same time, he felt the necessity of making 
himself better acquainted with the circumstances 
of her case, and the persons with whom she seemed 
connected. Butler and Mercer had both spoke 
to their disparagement; but Butler was a little of 
a coxcomb, and Mercer a great deal of a gossip. 
While he was considering what credit was due to 
their testimony, he was unexpectedly encountered 
by a gentleman of his own profession, a military 
surgeon, who had had the misfortune to have been 
in Hyder’s prison, till set at freedom by the late 
pacification. Mr. Esdale, for so he was called, 
was generally esteemed a rising man, calm, steady, 
and deliberate in forming his opinions. Hartley 
found it easy to turn the subject on the Queen of 
Sheba, by asking whether her Majesty was not 
somewhat of an adventuress. 

“ On my word, I cannot say, ” answered Esdale, 
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smiling; “ we are all upon the adventure in India, 
more or less; but I do not see that the Begum 
Montreville is more so than the rest.” 

“ Why, that Amazonian dress and manner, ” said 
Hartley, “ savour a little of the jpicaresca, ” 

“ You must not,” said Esdale, “ expect a woman 
who has commanded soldiers, and may again, to 
dress and look entirely like an ordinary person; 
but I assure you, that even at this time of day, 
if she wished to marry, she might easily find a 
respectable match. ” 

“ Why, I heard that she had betrayed her hus¬ 
band’s fort to Hyder. ” 

“ Ay, that is a specimen of Madras gossip. The 
fact is, that she defended the place long after her 
husband fell, and afterwards surrendered it by 
capitulation. Hyder, who piques himself on ob¬ 
serving the rules of justice, would not otherwise 
have admitted her to such intimacy. ” 

“ Yes, I have heard, ” replied Hartley, " that 
their intimacy was rather of the closest.” 

" Another calumny, if you mean any scandal, ” 
answered Esdale. “ Hyder is too zealous a Ma- 
homedan to entertain a Christian mistress: and 
besides, to enjoy the sort of rank which is yielded 
to a woman in her condition, she must refrain, in 
appearance at least, from all correspondence in the 
way of gallantry. Just so they said tjhat the poor 
woman had a connection with poor Middlemas of 
the-regiment. ” 

“ And was that also a false report ? ” said Hartley, 
in breathless anxiety. 

** On my soul, I believe it was,” answered Mr. 
l^i^daler “ They were friends, Europeans in an 
Indian court, and therefore intimate; but I believe 
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nothing more. By-the-by, though, I believe there 
was some quarrel between Middlemas, poor fellow, 
and you; yet I am sure that you will be glad to 
hear there is a chance of his affair being made 
up? ” 

" Indeed! ” was again the only word which 
Hartley could utter. 

“ Ay, indeed, ” answered Esdale. “ The duel is 
an old story now; and it must be allowed that 
poor Middlemas, though he was rash in that busi¬ 
ness, had provocation. ” 

" But his desertion — his accepting of command 
under Hyder — his treatment of our prisoners — 
How can all these be passed over? ” replied 
Hartley. 

“ Why, it is possible — I speak to you as a 
cautious man, and in confidence — that he may do 
us better service in Hyder’s capital, or Tippoo*s 
camp, than he could have done if serving with his 
own regiment. And then, for his treatment of 
prisoners, I am sure I can speak nothing but good 
of him in that particular. He was obliged to 
take the office, because those that serve Hyder 
Kaig must do or die. But he told me himself — 
and I believe him — that he accepted the oflBce 
chiefly because, while he made a great bullying at. 
us before the black fellows, he could privately be 
of assistance to us. Some fools could not under¬ 
stand this, and answered him with abuse and lam¬ 
poons; and he was obliged to punish them, to 
avoid suspicion. Yes, yes, I and others can prove 
he was willing to be kind, if men would give him 
leave. I hope to thank him at Madras one day 
soon. — All this in confidence — Good morrow to 
you.* 
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Distracted by the contradictory intelligence he 
had received, Hartley went next to question old 
Captain Capstern, the Captain of the Indiaman, 
whom he had observed in attendance upon the 
Begum Montreville. On inquiring after that com¬ 
mander’s female passengers, he heard a pretty long 
catalogue of names, in which that he was so much 
interested in did not occur. On closer inquiry, 
Capstern recollected that Menie Gray, a young 
Scotchwoman, had come out under charge of Mrs. 
Duffer, the master’s wife. “ A good decent girl,” 
Capstern said, “ and kept the mates and guinea- 
pigs at a respectable distance. She came out, ” he 
believed, " to be a sort of female companion, or 
upper-servant, in Madame Montreville’s family. 
Snug berth enough, ” he concluded, " if she can 
find the length of the old girl’s foot. ” 

This was all that could be made of Capstern; 
so Hartley was compelled to remain in a state 
of uncertainty until the next morning, when an 
explanation might be expected with Menie Gray 
in person. 



CHAPTEE XI. 


The exact hour assigned found Hartley at the 
door of the rich native merchant, who, having some 
reasons for wishing to oblige the JBegum Montre- 
villfi^ad relinquished, for her accommodation and 
that of her numerous retinue, almost the whole of 
his large and sumptuous residence in the Black 
Town of Madras, as that district of the city is 
called which the natives occupy. 

A domestic, at the first summons, ushered the 
visitor into an apartment, where he expected to be 
joined by Miss Gray. The room opened on one 
side into a small garden or parterre, filled with the 
brilliant-coloured flowers of Eastern climates; in 
the midst of which the waters of a fountain rose 
upwards in a sparkling jet, and fell back again into 
a white marble cistern. 

A thousand dizzy recollections thronged on the 
mind of Hartley, whose early feelings towards the 
companion of his youth, if they had slumbered 
during distance and the various casualties of a busy 
life, were revived when he found himself placed so 
near her, and in circumstances which interested 
from their unexpected occurrence and mysterious 
character. A step was heard — the door opened — 
a female appeared — but it was the portl y form of 
Madame de Montreville. 

” What you oo please to want, sir?” said the 
lady; " that is, if you have found your tongue this 
morning, which you had lost yesterday.” 
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" I proposed myself the honour of waiting upon 
the young person whom 1 saw in your excellency’s 
company yesterday morning/* answered Hartley, 
with assumed respect. “I have had long the 
honour of being known to her in Europe, and I 
desire to offer my services to her in India.** 

“ Much obliged — much obliged ; but Miss Gray 
is gone out, and does not return for one or two 
days. You may leave your commands with me.** 

‘‘ Pardon me, madam,** replied Hartley; “ but I 
have some reason to hope you may be mistaken in 
this matter — And here comes the lady herself.** 

" How is this, my dear ? ** said Mrs. Montreville, 
with unruffled front, to Menie, as she entered; are 
you not gone out for two or three days, as I tell 
this gentleman ? — mats c'est igal — it is all one 
thing. You will say. How d*ye do, and good-by, 
to Monsieur, who is so polite as to come to ask 
after our healths, and as he sees us both very well, 
he will go away home again.** 

“I believe, madam,** said Miss Gray, with ap¬ 
pearance of effort, “that I must speak with this 
gentleman for a few minutes in private, if you 
will permit us.** 

“ That is to say, get you gone ? but I do not allow 
that — I do not like private conversation between 
young man and pretty young woman; ada rCest pas 
honnde. It cannot be in my house.** 

“It may be out of it, then, madam,** answered 
Miss Gray, not pettishly nor pertly, but with the 
utmost simplicity. — “Mr. Hartley, will you step 
into that garden ? — and you, madam, may observe 
us from the window, if it be the fashion of the 
country to watch so closely.** 

As she spoke this she stepped through a lattice- 
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door into the garden, and with an air so simple, 
that she seemed as if she wished to comply with 
her patroness’s ideas of decorum, though they 
appeared strange to her. The Queen of Sheba, 
notwithstanding her natural assurance, was dis¬ 
concerted by the composure of Miss Gray’s man¬ 
ner, and left the room, apparently in displeasure. 
Menie turned back to the door which opened into 
the garden, and said, in the same manner as before, 
but with less nonchalance, — 

" I am sure I would not willingly break through 
the rules of a foreign country; but I cannot re¬ 
fuse myself the pleasure of speaking to so old a 
friend — if, indeed,” she added, pausing and looking 
at Hartley, who was much embarrassed, it be as 
much pleasure to Mr. Hartley as it is to me.” 

" It would have been,” said Hartley, scarce 
knowing what he said — " it must be, a pleasure to 
me in every circumstance — But this extraordinary 
meeting — But your father” - 

Menie Gray’s handkerchief was at her eyes.— 
"He is gone, Mr. Hartley. After he was left 
unassisted, his toilsome business became too much 
for him — he caught a cold, which hung about him, 
as you know he was the last to attend to his own 
complaints, till it assumed a dangerous, and, finally, 
a fatal character. I distress you, Mr. Hartley, 
but it becomes you well to be affected. My father 
loved you dearly.” 

" Oh, Miss Gray I ” said Hartley, " it should not 
have been thus with my excellent friend at the 
close of his useful and virtuous life — Alas, where¬ 
fore — the question bursts from me involuntarily — 
wherefore could you not have complied with his 
wishes ? wherefore ”- 
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“ Do not ask me,” said she, stopping the question 
which was on his lips; “ we are not the formers of 
our own destiny. It is painful to talk on such a 
subject; but for once, and for ever, let me tell you 
that I should have done Mr. Hartley wrong, if, 
even to secure his assistance to my father, I had 
accepted his hand, while my wayward affections 
did not accompany the act.” 

"But wherefore do I see you here, Menie? — 
Forgive me. Miss Gray, my tongue as well as my 
heart turns back to long-forgotten scenes — But 
why here? — why with this woman?” 

" She is not, indeed, everything that I expected,” 
answered Menie; " but I must not be prejudiced by 
foreign manners, after the step I have taken — She 
is, besides, attentive, and generous in her way, and 
I shall soon” — she paused a moment, and then 
added — "be under better protection.” 

“ That of Richard Middlemas ? ” said Hartley, 
with a faltering voice. 

" I ought not, perhaps, to answer the question,” 
said Menie; " but I am a bad dissembler, and those 
whom I trust, I trust entirely. You have guessed 
right, Mr. Hartley,” she added, colouring a good 
deal, “ I have come hither to unite my fate to that 
of your old comrade.” 

" It is, then, just as I feared I ” exclaimed 
Hartley. 

"And why should Mr. Hartley fear?” said 
Menie Gray. "I used to think you too generous 
— surely the quarrel which occurred long since 
ought not to perpetuate suspicion and resentment.” 

" At least, if the feeling of resentment remained 
in my own bosom, it would be the last I should 
intrude upon you. Miss Gray,” answered Hartley. 
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But it is for you, and for you alone, that I am 
watchful. — This person — this gentleman whom 
you mean to intrust with your happiness — do you 
know where he is — and in what service ? ” 

“ I know both, more distinctly perhaps than Mr. 
Hartley can do. Mr. Middlemas has erred greatly, 
and has been severely punished. But it was not in 
the time of his exile and sorrow that she who has 
plighted her faith to him should, with the flattering 
world, turn her back upon him. Besides, you have, 
doubtless, not heard of his hopes of being restored 
to his country and his rank ? ” 

“I have,” answered Hartley, thrown off his 
guard; " but I see not how he can deserve it, other¬ 
wise than by becoming a traitor to his new master, 
and thus rendering himself even more unworthy of 
confidence than I hold him to be at this moment.” 

“It is well that he hears you not,” answered 
Menie Gray, resenting, with natural feeling, the 
imputation on her lover. Then instantly softening 
her tone, she added, “ My voice ought not to aggra¬ 
vate, but to soothe your quarrel. Mr. Hartley, I 
plight my word to you that you do Richard 
wrong.” 

She said these words with affecting calmness, 
suppressing all appearance of that displeasure, of 
which she was evidently sensible, upon this depre¬ 
ciation of a beloved object. 

Hartley compelled himself to answer in the same 
strain. 

“ Miss Gray,” he said, “ your actions and motives 
will always be those of an angel; but let me entreat 
you to view this most important matter with the 
eyes of worldly wisdom and prudence. Have you 
well weighed the risks attending the course which 
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you are taking in favour of a man who — nay, I 
will not again offend you — who may, I hope, 
deserve your favour ? ” 

“ When I wished to see you in this manner, Mr. 
Hartley, and declined a communication in public, 
where we could have had less freedom of conver¬ 
sation, it was with the view of telling you every¬ 
thing. Some pain I thought old recollections might 
give, but I trusted it would be momentary; and, 
as I desire to retain your friendship, it is proper 
I should show that I still deserve it. I must 
then first tell you my situation after my father’s 
death. In the world’s opinion, we were always 
poor, you know; but in the proper sense I had not 
known what real poverty was, until I was placed 
in dependence upon a distant relation of my poor 
father, who made our relationship a reason for 
casting upon me all the drudgery of her household, 
while she would not allow that it gave me a claim 
to countenance, kindness, or anything but the relief 
of my most pressing wants. In these circumstances 
I received from Mr. Middlemas a letter, in which 
he related his fatal duel, and its consequence. He 
had not dared to write to me to share his misery — 
Now, when he was in a lucrative situation, under 
the patronage of a powerful prince, whose wisdom 
knew how to prize and protect such Europeans as 
entered his service — now, when he had every pro¬ 
spect of rendering our government such essential 
service by his interest with Hvder Ab\ 
eventually nourisii hopes of being permitted to 
"return and stand his trial for the death of his com- 
manding officer — now, he pressed me to come to 
India, and share his reviving fortunes, by accom¬ 
plishing the engagement into which we had long 
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ago entered. A considerable sum of money accom¬ 
panied this letter. Mrs. Duffer was pointed out as 
a respectable woman, who would protect me during 
the passage. Mrs. Montreville, a lady of rank, 
having large possessions and high interest in the 
Mysore, would receive me on my arrival at Fort 
St. George, and conduct me safely to the dominions 
of Hyder. It was further recommended, that, con¬ 
sidering the peculiar situation of Mr. Middlemas, 
his name should be concealed in the transaction, 
and that the ostensible cause of my voyage should 
be to fill an office in that lady’s family. — Wliat 
was I to do ? — My duty to my poor father was 
ended, and my other friends considered the proposal 
as too advantageous to be rejected. The references 
given, the sum of money lodged, were considered as 
putting all scruples out of the question, and my 
immediate protectress and kinswoman was so ear¬ 
nest that I should accept of the offer made me, as 
to intimate that she would not encourage me to 
stand in my own light, by continuing to give me 
shelter and food (she gave me little more), if I was 
foolish enough to refuse compliance.” 

“ Sordid wretch 1 ” said Hartley. “ How little 
did she deserve such a charge!” 

" Let me speak a proud word, Mr. Hartley, and 
then you will not perhaps blame my relations so 
much. All their persuasions, and even their threats, 
would have failed in inducing me to take a step, 
which has an appearance, at least, to which I found 
it difficult to reconcile myself. But I had loved 
Middlemas — I love him still — why should I 
deny it ? — and I have not hesitated to trust him. 
Had it not been for the small still voice which re¬ 
minded me of my engagements, I had maintained 
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more stubbornly the pride of womanhood, and, as 
you would perhaps have recommended, I might 
have expected, at least, that my lover should have 
come to Britain in person, and might have had the 
vanity to think,” she added, smiling faintly, “ that 
if I were worth having, I was worth fetching.” 

“ Yet now — even now, ” answered Hartley, " be 
just to yourself while you are generous to your 
lover. — Nay, do not look angrily, but hear me. 
I doubt the propriety of your being under the 
charge of this unsexed woman, who can no longer 
be termed a European. I have interest enough 
with females of the highest rank in the settle¬ 
ment — this climate is that of generosity and hos¬ 
pitality — there is not one of them, who, knowing 
your character and history, will not desire to have 
you in her society, and under her protection, until 
your lover shall be able to vindicate his title to 
your hand in the face of the world. — I myself 
will be no cause of suspicion to him, or of incon¬ 
venience to you, Menie. Let me but have your 
consent to the arrangement I propose, and the 
same moment that sees you under honourable and 
unsuspected protection, I will leave Madras, not to 
return till your destiny is in one way or other 
permanently fixed. ” 

“ No, Hartley, ” said Miss Gray. It may, it 
must be, friendly in you thus to advise me; but it 
would be most base in me to advance my own 
affairs at the expense of your prospects. Besides, 
what would this be but taking the chance of con¬ 
tingencies, with the view of sharing poor Middle- 
mas’s fortunes, should they prove prosperous, and 
casting him off, should they be otherwise? Tell 
me only, do you, of your own positive knowledge, 
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aver that you consider this woman as an unworthy 
and unfit protectress for so young a person as I 
am? ” 

“ Of my own knowledge I can say nothing; nay, 

I must own, that reports differ even concerning 
Mrs. Montreville's character. But surely the 
mere suspicion ”- 

“ The mere suspicion, Mr. Hartley, can have no 
weight with me, considering that I can oppose to it 
the testimony of the man with whom I am willing 
to share my future fortunes. You acknowledge 
the question is but doubtful, and should not the 
assertion of him of whom I think so highly 
decide my belief in a doubtful matter? What, 
indeed, must he be, should this Madame Montre- 
ville be other than he represented her ? ” 

" What must he be, indeed! ” thought Hartley 
internally, but his lips uttered not the words. 
He looked down in a deep reverie, and at length 
started from it at the words of Miss Gray. 

“ It is time to remind you, Mr. Hartley, that 
we must needs part. God bless and preserve 
you. ” 

And you, dearest Menie, ” exclaimed Hartley, 
as he sank on one knee, and pressed to his lips the 
hand which she held out to him, " God bless you! 

— you must deserve blessing. God protect you! 

— you must need protection. — Oh, should things 
prove different from what you hope, send for me 
instantly, and if man can aid you, Adam Hartley 
will! ” 

He placed in her hand a card containing his 
address. He then rushed from the apartment. 
In the hall he met the lady of the mansion, who 
made him a haughty reverence in token of adieu, 
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while a native servant of the upper class, by whom 
she was attended, made a low and reverential 
salam. 

Hartley hastened from the Black Town, more 
satisfied than before that some deceit was about to 
be practised towards Menie Gray — more deter¬ 
mined than ever to exert himself for her preser¬ 
vation; yet more completely perplexed, when he 
began to consider the doubtful character of the 
danger to which she might be exposed, and the 
scanty means of protection which he had to oppose 
to it. 



CHArTER XII. 


As Hartley left the apartment in t he house of Bam 
Sin p f fiottah hv one mode of exit, Miss Gray 
retired hy another, to an apartment destined for 
her private use. She too had reason for secret and 
anxious reflection, since all her love for Middle- 
mas, and her full confidence in his honour, could 
not entirely conquer her doubts concerning the 
character of the person whom he had chosen for 
her temporary protectress. And yet she could not 
rest these doubts upon anything distinctly conclu¬ 
sive; it was rather a dislike of her patroness’s 
general manners, and a disgust at her masculine 
notions and expressions, that displeased her, than 
anything else. 

Meantime, Madame Montreville, followed by 
her black domestic, entered the apartment where 
Hartley and Menie had just parted. It appeared 
from the conversation which follows that they had 
from some place of concealment overheard the 
dialogue we have narrated in the former chapter. 

“ It is good luck, Sadoc," said the lady, “ that 
there is in this world the great fool. ” 

“ And the great villain, ” answered ^Sadoc^ in 
good English, but in a most sullen tone! * 

“ This woman, now," continued the lady, “ is 
what in Frangistan you call an angel.” 

“Ay, and I have seen those in Hindostan you 
may well call devil* 
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“ I am sure that this — how you call him — 
Hartley, is a meddling devil. For what has he to 
do ? She will not have any of him. What is his 
business who has her ? I wish we were well up 
the Ghauts again, my dear Sadoc. ” 

“ For my part, ” answered the slave, “ I am half 
determined never to ascend the Ghauts more. 
Hark you, Adela, I begin to sicken of the plan we 
have laid. This creature’s confiding purity — call 
her angel or woman, as you will — makes my prac¬ 
tices appear too vile, even in my own eyes. I feel 
myself unfit to be your companion farther in the 
daring paths which you pursue. Let us part, and 
part friends. ” 

“ Amen, coward. But the woman remains with 
me, ” answered the Queen of Sheba. ^ 

“ With thee! ” replied the seeming black — 
“ never. No, Adela. She is under the shadow 
of the British flag, and she shall experience its 
protection. ” 

" Yes — and what protection will it afford to 
you yourself ? ” retorted the Amazon. “ What if I 
should clap my hands, and command a score of my 
black servants to bind you like a sheep, and then 
send word to the Governor of the Presidency that 
one Richard Middlemas, who had been guilty of 
mutiny, murder, desertion, and serving of the 
enemy against his countrymen, is here, at Ram 
Sing Cottah’s house, in the disguise of a black 
servant ? ” Middlemas covered his face with his 
hands, while Madame Montreville proceeded to 
load him with reproaches. — “ Yes, ” she said, 

1 In order to maintain uninjured the tone of passion through¬ 
out this dialogue, it has been judged expedient to discard, in the 
language of the Begum, the patois of Madame Montreville. 
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“ slave, and sou of a slave 1 Since you wear the 
dress of my household, you shall obey me as fully 
as the rest of them, otherwise, — whips, fetters — 
the scaffold, renegade, — the gallows, murderer! 
Dost thou dare to reflect on the abyss of misery 
from which I raised thee, to share my wealth and 
my affections ? Dost thou not remember that the 
picture of this pale, cold, unimpassioned girl was 
then so indifferent to thee, that thou didst sacrifice 
it as a tribute due to the benevolence of her who 
relieved thee, to the affection of her who, wretch 
as thou art, condescended to love thee ? ” 

" Yes, fell woman, ” answered Middlemas, “ but 
was it I who encouraged the young tyrant’s out¬ 
rageous passion for a portrait, or who formed the 
abominable plan of placing the original within his 
power ? ” 

" Nfo — for to do so required brain and wit. But 
it was thine, flimsy villain, to execute the device 
which a bolder genius planned; it was thine to 
entice the woman to this foreign shore, under pre¬ 
tence of a love, which, on thy part, cold-blooded 
miscreant, never had existed.” 

“ Peace, screech-owl! ” answered Middlemas, 
“ nor drive me to such madness as may lead me to 
forget thou art a woman. ” 

“A woman, dastard! Is this thy pretext for 
sparing me ? — what, then, art thou, who tremblest 
at a woman’s looks, a woman’s words? — I am a 
woman, renegade, but one who wears a dagger, 
and despises alike thy strength and thy courage. 
I am a woman who has looked on more dying men 
than thou hast killed deer and antelopes. Thou 
must traflftc for greatness ? — thou hast thrust thy¬ 
self like a five-years’ child, into the rough sports 
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of men, and wilt only be bome down and crushed 
for thy pains. Thou wilt be a double traitor, for¬ 
sooth — betray thy betrothed to the Prince, in 
order to obtain the means of betraying the Prince 
to the English, and thus gain thy pardon from thy 
countrymen. But me thou shalt not betray. I 
will not be made the tool of thy ambition — I will 
not give thee the aid of my treasures and my 
soldiers, to be sacrificed at last to this northern 
icicle. No, I will watch thee as the fiend watches 
the wizard. Show but a symptom of betraying me 
while we are here, and I denounce thee to the 
English, who might pardon the successful villain, 
but not him who can only offer prayers for his 
life, in place of useful services. Let me see thee 
flinch when we are beyond the Ghauts, and the 
Nawaub shall know thy intrigues with the Nizam 
and the Mahrattas, and thy resolution to deliver 
up Bangalore to the English, when the imprudence 
of Tippoo shall have made thee Killedar. Go where 
thou wilt, slave, thou shalt find me thy mistress. ” 

“ And a fair, though an unkind one, ” said the 
counterfeit Sadoc, suddenly changing his tone to 
an affectation of tenderness. It is true I pity 
this unhappy woman; true I would save her if I 
could — but most unjust to suppose I would in 
any circumstances prefer her to my Nourjehan, my 
light of the world, my Mootee Mahul, my pearl of 
the palace ”- 

"All false coin and empty compliment,” said 
the Begum. " Let me hear, in two brief words, 
that you leave this woman to my disposal. ” 

“ But not to be interred alive under your seat, 
like the Circassian of whom you were jealous,” 
said Middlemas, shuddering. 
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“ No, fool; her lot shall not be worse than that 
of being the favourite of a prince. Hast thou, 
fugitive and criminal as thou art, a better fate to 
offer her ? ” 

“ But, ” replied Middlemas, blushing even through 
his base disguise at the consciousness of his abject 
conduct, “ I will have no force on her inclina¬ 
tions. ” 

" Such truce she shall have as the laws of the 
Zenana allow, ** replied the female tyrant. “ A 
week is long enough for her to determine whether 
she will be the willing mistress of a princely and 
generous lover. ” 

“ Ay, ” said Richard, “ and before that week 
expires ”- He stopped short. 

“ What will happen before the week expires ? ” 
said the Begum Montreville. 

“ No matter — nothing of consequence. I leave 
the woman’s fate with you. ” 

“ *Tis well — we march to-night on our return, 
so soon as the moon rises. Give orders to our 
retinue. ” 

“ To hear is to obey, ” replied the seeming slave, 
and left the apartment. 

The eyes of the Begum remained fixed on the 
door through which he had passed. “ Villain — 
double-dyed villain! ” she said, “ I see thy drift; 
thou wouldst betray Tippoo, in policy alike and in 
love. But me thou canst not betray. — Ho, there, 
who waits? Let a trusty messenger be ready to 
set off instantly with letters, which I will pre¬ 
sently make ready. His departure must be a 
secret to every one. — And now shall this pale 
phantom soon know her destiny, and learn what it 
is to have rivalled Adela Montreville. ” 
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While the Amazonian Princess meditated plans 
of vengeance against her innocent rival and the 
guilty lover, the latter plotted as deeply for his 
own purposes. He had waited until such brief 
twilight as India enjoys rendered his disguise com¬ 
plete, then set out in haste for the part of Madras 
inhabited by the Europeans, or, as it is termed. 
Fort St. George. 

“ I will save her yet, ” he said; “ ere Tippoo can 
seize his prize, we will raise around his ears a 
storm which would drive the God of War from the 
arms of the Goddess of Beauty. The trap shall 
close its fangs upon this Indian tiger, ere he has 
time to devour the bait which enticed him into 
the snare. ” 

While Middlemas cherished these hopes, he ap¬ 
proached the Residency. The sentinel on duty 
stopped him, as of course, but he was in possession 
of the counter-sign, and entered without opposi¬ 
tion. He rounded the building in which the Presi¬ 
dent of the Council resided, an able and active but 
unconscientious man, who, neither in his own 
affairs nor in those of the Company, was supposed 
to embarrass himself much about the means which 
he used to attain his object. A tap at a small 
postern-gate was answered by a black slave, who 
admitted Middlemas to that necessary appurte¬ 
nance of every government, a back stair, which, 
in its turn, conducted him to the office of the 
Bramin Paupiah, the Dubash, or steward of the 
great man, and by whose means chiefly he com¬ 
municated with the native courts, and carried on 
many mysterious intrigues, which he did not 
communicate to his brethren at the council-board. 

It is perhaps justice to the guilty and unhappy 
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Middlemas to suppose that, if the agency of a 
British officer had been employed, he might have 
been induced to throw himself on his mercy, 
might have explained the whole of his nefarious 
bargain with Tippoo, and, renouncing his guilty 
projects of ambition, might have turned his whole 
thoughts upon saving Menie Gray, ere she was 
transported beyond the reach of British protection. 
But the thin dusky form which stood before him, 
wrapped in robes of muslin embroidered with gold, 
was that of Paupiah, known as a master-counsellor 
of dark projects, an Oriental Machiavel, whose 
premature wrinkles were the result of many an 
intrigue, in which the existence of the poor, the 
happiness of the rich, the honour of men, and the 
chastity of women had been sacrificed without 
scruple, to attain some private or political advan¬ 
tage. He did not even inquire by what means the 
renegade Briton proposed to acquire that influence 
with Tippoo which might enable him to betray 
him — he only desired to be assured that the fact 
was real. 

“ You speak at the risk of your head, if you 
deceive Paupiah, or make Paupiah the means of 
ieceiving his master. I know, so does all Madras, 
that the Nawaub has placed his young son, Tippoo, 
as Vice-Eegent of his newly conquered territory of 
Bangalore, which Hyder hath lately added to his 
dominions. But that Tippoo should bestow the 
government of that important place on an apostate 
Feringi seems more doubtful. ” 

“ Tippoo is young, ” answered Middlemas, “ and 
to youth the temptation of the passions is what 
a lily on the surface of the lake is to childhood 
— they will risk life to reach it, though, when 
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obtained, it is of little value. Tippoo has the 
cunning of his father and his military talents, but 
he lacks his cautious wisdom. ” 

“ Thou speakest truth — but when thou art 
Governor of Bangalore, hast thou forces to hold 
the place till thou art relieved by the Mahrattas, 
or by the British ? ” 

" Doubt it not — the soldiers n£ tlip. BfiprnTn. 
Mootee Mahul. whom the Europeans c all Montre- 
ville. are less hers than mine^ l am mvself her 
"Bukshee [General], and her Sirdars are at my 
" ^votion. ^ with these I could keep Bangalore for 
two months, and the British army may be before 
it in a week. What do you risk by advancing 
General S mith’s army n earer to the frontier ? ” 
WeTisF a settled peace with Hyder, ” answered 
Paupiah, " for which he has made advantageous 
offers. Yet I say not but thy plan may be most 
advantageous. Thou sayest Tippoo*s treasures are 
in the fort ? ” 

" His treasures and his Zenana; I may even be 
able to secure his person. ” 

" That were a goodly pledge, ” answered the 
Hindoo minister. 

“And you consent that the treasures shall be 
divided to the last rupee, as in this scroll 1 ” 

“The share of Paupiah's master is too small,” 
said the Bramin; “ and the name of Paupiah is 
unnoticed. ” 

“ The share of the Begum may be divided 
between Paupiah and his master, ” answered 
Middlemas. 

“ But the Begum will expect her proportion," 
replied Paupiah. 

“ Let me alone to deal with her, ” said Middle- 
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mas. " Before the blow is struck, slie shall not 
know of our private treaty, and afterwards her 
disappointment will be of little consequence. 
And now, remember my stipulations — my rank 
to be restored — my full pardon to be granted. ” 

“ Ay, ” replied Paupiah, cautiously, ‘‘ should you 
succeed. But were you to betray what has here 
passed, I will find the dagger of a Lootie which 
shall reach thee, wert thou sheltered under the 
folds of the Nawaub’s garment. In the meantime, 
take this missive, and when you are in possession 
of Bangalore, despatch it to General Smith, whose 
division shall have orders to approach as near the 
frontiers of Mysore as may be, without causing 
suspicion. ” 

Thus parted this worthy pair; Paupiah to report 
to his principal the progress of these dark machina¬ 
tions, Middlemas to join the Begum on her return 
to the Mysore. The gold and diamonds of Tippoo, 
the importance which he was about to acquire, the 
ridding himself at once of the capricious authority 
of the irritable Tippoo, and the troublesome claims 
of the Begum, were such agreeable subjects of con¬ 
templation, that he scarcely thought of the fate of 
his European victim, unless to salve his conscience 
with the hope that the sole injury she Could sus¬ 
tain might be the alarm of a few days, during the 
course of which he would acquire the means of 
delivering her from the tyrant, in whose Zenana 
she was to remain a temporary prisoner. He 
resolved, at the same time, to abstain from seeing 
het till the moment he could afford her protection, 
justly considering the danger which' his whole 
plan might incur, if he again awakened the jea¬ 
lousy of the Begum. This he trusted was now 
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asleep; and in the course of their return to Tip- 
poo’s camp, near Bangalore, it was his study to 
soothe this ambitious and crafty female by blan¬ 
dishments, intermingled with the more splendid 
prospects of wealth and power to be opened to 
them both, as he pretended, by the success of his 
present enterprise.^ 

1 It is scarce necessary to say, that such things could only be 
acted in the earlier period of our Indian settlements, when the 
check of the Directors was imperfect, and that of the Crown did 
not exist. My friend Mr. Fairscribe (g) is of opinion that there is an 
anachronism in the introduction of Taupiah, the Bramin Dubash 
of the English governor. — C. C. 



CHAPTEE XIII. 


It appears that the jealous and tyrannical Begum 
did not long suspend her purpose of agonising her 
rival by acquainting her with her intended fate. 
By prayers or rewards, Menie Gray prevailed on a 
servant of Earn Sing Cottah to deliver to Hartley 
the following distracted note: — 

“All is true your fears foretold—He has delivered 
me up to a cruel woman, who threatens to sell me to 
the tyrant Tippoo. — Save me if you can — if you have 
not pity, or cannot give me aid, there is none left upon 
earth. —M. G.” 

The haste with which Dr. Hartley sped to the 
Fort, and demanded an audience of the Governor, 
was defeated by the delays interposed by Paupiah. 

It did not suit the plans of this artful Hindoo 
that any interruption should he opposed to the 
departure of the Begum and her favourite, con¬ 
sidering how much the plans of the last corre¬ 
sponded with his own. He affected incredulity 
on the charge, when Hartley complained of an 
Englishwoman being dptm'npd in tho train nf thfi 
Begum against he r cnnap.nt , treated the complaint 
of Miss Gray as the result of some female quarrel 
unworthy of particular attention, and when at 
length he took some steps for examining further 
into the matter, he contrived tljey should he so 
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tardy, that the Begum and her retinue were far 
beyond the reach of interruption. 

Hartley let his indignation betray him into 
reproaches against Paupiah, in which his princi¬ 
pal was not spared. This only served to give the 
impassible Bramin a pretext for excluding him 
from the Residency, with a hint, that if his lan¬ 
guage continued to be of such an imprudent charac¬ 
ter, he might expect to be removed from Madras, 
and stationed at some hill-fort or village among 
the mountains, where his medical knowledge would 
find full exercise in protecting himself and others 
from the unhealthiness of the climate. 

As he retired, bursting with ineffectual indig¬ 
nation, pprcnn. jirlinTn TTarfloy 

chanc e d to meet with, and to him, stung wit h 
impatience, he communicated what he termed the 
infamous conduct of the Governor 
nived at, as he had but too much reason to sup¬ 
pose, by the Governor himself; exclaiming against 
the want of spirit which they betrayed, in aban¬ 
doning a British subject to the fraud of renegades, 
and the force of a tyrant. 

Esdale listened with that sort of anxiety which 
prudent men betray when they feel themselves 
like to be drawn into trouble by the discourse of 
an imprudent friend. 

" If you desire to be personally righted in this 
matter, ” said he at length, “ you must apply to 
Leadenhall Street, where, I suspect — betwixt our¬ 
selves— complaints are accumulating fast, both 
against Paupiah and his master.” 

“ I care for neither of them, ” said Hartley; ** I 
need no personal redress — I desire none — I only 
want succour for Menie Gray. ” 
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“ In that case, ** said Esdale, “ you have only 
one resource — you must apply to Hyder him¬ 
self ”- 

'* ^0 Hyder to th ^ ngnTp^r — t.hp. f.yrmit. 7 ” 

" Yes, to this usurper and tyrant, ” answered 
Esdale, “ you must be contented to apply. His 
pride is, to be thought a strict administrator of 
justice; and perhaps he may on this, as on other 
occasions, choose to display himself in the light 
of an impartial magistrate.” 

“ Then I go to demand justice at his footstool,” 
said Hartley. 

"Not so fast, my dear Hartley,” answered his 
friend; " first consider the risk. Hyder is just 
by reflection, and perhaps from political considera¬ 
tions ; but by temperament, his blood is as unruly 
as ever beat under a black skin, and if you do not 
find him in the vein of judging, he is likely 
enough to be in that of killing. Stakes and bow¬ 
strings are as frequently in his head as the adjust¬ 
ment of the scales of justice. ” 

"No matter — I will instantly present myself at 
his Itobafr.. The Governor cannot for very shame 
refus^me letters of credence. ” 

“ Never think of asking them, ” said his more 
experienced friend; " it would cost Paupiah little 
to have them so worded as to induce Hyder to rid 
our sable Dubash, at once and for ever, of the 
sturdy free-spoken Dr. Adam Hartley. A Vakeel, 
or messenger of government, sets out to-morrow for 
Seringapatam; contrive to join him on the road, 
his passport will protect you both. Do you know 
none of the chiefs about Hyder’s person ? ” 

“ None, excepting his late emissary to this 
place. Barak el Hadgi.” answered Hartley. 
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“ His support, ” said Esdale, “ although only a 
Fakir, may be as effectual as that of persons of 
more essential consequence. And, to say the 
truth, where the caprice of a despot is the ques¬ 
tion in debate, there is no knowing upon what it 
is best to reckon. — Take my advice, my dear 
Hartley, leave this poor girl to her fate. After 
all, by placing yourself in an attitude of endea¬ 
vouring to save her, it is a hundred to one that you 
only insure your own destruction. ” 

Hartley shock his head, and bade Esdale hastily 
farewell; leaving him in the happy and self- 
applauding state of mind proper to one who has 
given the best advice possible to a friend, and 
may conscientiously wash his hands of all con¬ 
sequences. 

Having furnished himself with money, and with 
the attendance of three trusty native servants, 
mounted like himself on Arab horses, and carrying 
with them no tent, and very little baggage, the 
anxious Hartley lost not a moment in taking the 
road to Mysore, endeavouring, in the meantime, 
by recollecting every story he had ever heard of 
Hyder's justice and forbearance, to assure himself 
that he should find the Nawaub disposed to pro¬ 
tect a helpless female, even against the future heir 
of his empire. 

Before he crossed the Madras territory, he over¬ 
took the Vakeel, or messenger of the British go¬ 
vernment, of whom Esdale had spoken. This man, 
accustomed for a sum of money to permit adventu¬ 
rous European traders who desired to visit Hyder’s 
capital to share his protection, passport, and escort, 
was not disposed to refuse the same good office to 
a gentleman of credit at Madras; and, propitiated 
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by an additional gratuity, undertook to travel as 
speedily as possible. It was a journey which was 
not prosecuted without much fatigue and conside¬ 
rable danger, as they had to traverse a country 
frequently exposed to all the evils of war, more 
especially when they approached the Ghauts, those 
tremendous mountain-passes which descend from 
the table-land of Mysore, and through which the 
mighty streams that arise in the centre of the 
Indian peninsula, find their way to the ocean. 

The sun had set ere the party reached the foot 
of one of these perilous passes, up which lay the 
road to Seringapatam. A narrow path, which in 
summer resembled an empty watercourse, winding 
upwards among immense rocks and precipices, was 
at one time completely overshadowed by dark 
groves of teak-trees, and, at another, found its 
way beside impenetrable jungles, the habitation] 
of jackals and tigers. 

By means of this unsocial path the travellers 
threaded their way in silence — Hartley, whose 
impatience kept him before the Vakeel, eagerly 
inquiring when the moon would enlighten the 
darkness, which, after the sun’s disappearance, 
closed fast around them. He was answered by the 
natives according to their usual mode of expres¬ 
sion, that the moon was in her dark side, and that 
he was not to hope to behold her bursting through 
a cloud to illuminate the thickets and strata of 
black and slaty rocks, amongst which they were 
winding. Hartley had therefore no resource, save 
to keep his eye steadily fixed on the lighted match 
of the Sowar, or horseman, who rode before him, 
which, for sufficient reasons, was always kept in 
readiness to be applied to the priming of th^ 
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matchlock. The vidette, on his part, kept a 
watchful eye on the Dowrah, a guide supplied at 
the last village, who, having got more than half¬ 
way from his own house, was much to be suspected 
of meditating how to escape the trouble of going 
farther.^ The Dowrah, on the other hand, con¬ 
scious of the lighted match and loaded gun behind 
him, hollowed from time to time to show that he 
was on his duty, and to accelerate the march of 
the travellers. His cries were answered by an 
occasional ejaculation of Ulla from the black 
soldiers, who closed the rear, and who were medi¬ 
tating on former adventures, the plundering of a 
Kajfila (party of travelling merchants), or some 
such exploit, or perhaps reflecting that a tiger, 
in the neighbouring jungle, might be watching 
patiently for the last of the party, in order to 
spring upon him, according to his usual practice. 

The sun, which appeared almost as suddenly as 
it had left them, served to light the travellers in 
the remainder of the ascent, and called forth from 
the Mahomedans belonging to the party the morn¬ 
ing prayer of Alla Akber, which resounded in long 
notes among the rocks and ravines, and they con¬ 
tinued with better advantage their forced march, 
until the pass opened upon a boundless extent of 
jungle, with a single high mud fort rising through 
the midst of it. Upon this plain rapine and war 

1 In every village the Dowrah, or Guide, is an official person, 
upon the public establishment, and receives a portion of the harvest 
or other revenue, along with the Smith, the Sweeper, and the 
Barber. As he gets nothing from the travellers whom it is his 
office to conduct, he never scruples to shorten his own journey and 
prolong theirs by taking them to the nearest village, without refe¬ 
rence to the most direct line of route, and sometimes deserts them 
entirely. If the regular Dowrah is sick or absent, no wealth can 
procure a substitute. 
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had suspended the labours of industry, and the 
rich vegetation of the soil had in a few years con¬ 
verted a fertile champaign country into an almost 
impenetrable thicket. Accordingly, the banks of 
a small nullah, or brook, were covered with the 
footmarks of tigers and other animals of prey. 

Here the travellers stopped to drink, and to 
refresh themselves and their horses; and it was 
near this sjiot that Hartley saw a sight which 
forced him to compare the subject which engrossed 
his own thoughts with the distress that had 
afflicted another. 

At a spot not far distant from the brook, the 
guide called their attention to a most wretched- 
looking man, overgrown with hair, who was seated 
on the skin of a tiger. His body was covered 
with mud and ashes, his skin sun-burnt, his 
dress a few wretched tatters. He appeared not 
to observe the approach of the strangers, neither 
moving nor speaking a word, but remaining with 
his eyes fixed on a small and rude tomb, formed 
of the black slate-stones which lay around, and 
exhibiting a small recess for a lamp. As they 
approached the man, and placed before him a rupee 
or two, and some rice, they observed that a tiger’s 
skull and bones lay beside him, with a sabre 
almost consumed by rust. 

While they gazed on this miserable object, the 
guide acquainted them with his tragical history. 
Sadhu Sing had been a Sipahee, or soldier, and 
freebooter of course, the native and the pride of a 
half-ruined village which they had passed on the 
preceding day. He was betrothed to the daughter 
of a Sipahee, who served in the mud fort which 
they saw at a distance rising above the jungle. 
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In due time, Sadhu, with his friends, came for the 
purpose of the marriage, and to bring home the 
bride. She was mounted on a Tatoo, a small 
horse belonging to the country, and Sadhu and his 
friends preceded her on foot, in all their joy and 
pride. As they approached the nullah near which 
the travellers were resting, there was heard a 
dreadful roar, accompanied by a shriek of agony. 
Sadhu Sir ^g, wh a instantly tu rned, saw no trace of 
his bride, save that her horse ran wild in one 
direction, whilst in the other the long grass and 
reeds of the jungle were moving like the ripple of 
the ocean, when distorted by the course of a shark 
holding its way near the surface. Sadhu drew 
his sabre and rushed forward in that direction; 
the rest of the party remained motionless until 
roused by a short roar of agony. They then 
plunged into the jungle with their drawn weapons, 
where they speedily found Sadhu Sing holding in 
hi s^ arm s the lifeless corpse'of his bride. ^ wJiere a 
little tartner lay the body of the tiger, slain by 
such a blow over the neck as desperation itself 
could alone have discharged. — The brideless 
bridegroom would permit none to interfere with 
his sorrow. He dug a grave for his Mora, and 
erected over it the rude tomb they saw, and never 
afterwards left the spot. The beasts of prey them¬ 
selves seemed to respect or dread the extremity of 
his sorrow. His friends brought him food and 
water from the nullah, but he neither smiled nor 
showed any mark of acknowledgment unless when 
they brought him flowers to deck the grave of 
Mom. Four or flve years, according to the guide, 
had^passed away, and there Sadhu Sing still re¬ 
mained among the trophies of his grief and his 
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vengeance, exhibiting all the symptoms of advanced 
age, though still in the prime of youth. The tale 
hastened the travellers from their resting-place; 
the Vakeel because it reminded him of the dangers 
of the jungle, and Hartley because it coincided too 
well with the probable fate of his beloved, almost 
within the grasp of a more formidable tiger than 
that whose skeleton lay beside Sadhu Sing. 

It was at the mud fort already mentioned that 
the travellers received the first accounts of the 
progress of the Begum and her party, by a Peon 
(or foot-soldier) who had been in their company, 
but was now on his return to the coast. They 
had travelled, he said, with great speed, until 
they ascended the Ghauts, where they were joined 
by a party of the Begum’s own forces; and he and 
others, who had been brought from Madras as a 
temporary escort, were paid and dismissed to their 
homes. After this, he understood it was the pur¬ 
pose of the Begum Mootee Mahul to proceed by 
slow marches and frequent halts to Bangalore, the 
vicinity of which place she did not desire to reach 
until Prince Tippoo, with whom she desired an 
interview, should have returned from an expedi¬ 
tion towards Vandicotta, in which he had lately 
been engaged. 

From the result of his anxious inquiries, Hartley 
had reason to hope that, though Seringapatam was 
seventy-five miles more to the eastward than Ban¬ 
galore, yet, by using diligence, he might have 
time to throw himself at the feet of Hyder, and 
beseech his interposition, before .the meeting 
betwixt Tippoo and the Begum should decide 
the fate of Menie Gray. On the other hand, he 
trembled as the Peon told him that the Begum’s 
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Biikshee, or General, who had travelled to Madras 
with her in disguise, had now assumed the dress 
and character belonging to his rank, and it was 
expected he was to be honoured by the Mahomedan 
Prince with some high office of dignity. With 
still deeper anxiety, he learned that a palanquin, 
watched with sedulous care by the slaves of Orien¬ 
tal jealousy, contained, it was whispered, a Feringi, 
or Frankish woman, beautiful as a Houri, who had 
been brought from England by the Begum, as a 
present to Tippoo. The deed of villany was there¬ 
fore in full train to be accomplished; it remained 
to see whether, by diligence on Hartley's side, its 
course could be interrupted. 

When this eager vindicator of betrayed inno¬ 
cence arrived in the capital of Hyder, it may be 
believed that he consumed no time in viewing the 
temple of the celebrated Vishnoo, or in surveying 
the splendid Gardens called Loll-bang, which were 
the monument of Hyder's magnificence, and now 
hold his mortal remains. On the contrary, he was 
no sooner arrived in the city than he hastened to 
the principal Mosque, having no doubt that he 
was there most likely to learn some tidings of 
Barak el Hadgi. He approached accordingly the 
sacred spot, and as to enter it would have cost a 
Feringi his life, he employed the agency of a de¬ 
vout Mussulman to obtain information concerning 
the person whom he sought. He was not long 
in learning that the Fakir Barak was within the 
Mosque, as he had anticipated, busied with his 
holy office of reading passages from the Koran, 
"and its most approved commentators. To inter¬ 
rupt him in his devout task was impossible, and it 
was only by a high bribe that he could prevail on 
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the same Moslem whom he had before emxjloyed, 
to slip into the sleeve of the holy man’s robe a 
paper containing his name, and that of the Khan 
in which the Vakeel had taken up his residence. 
The agent brought back for answer, that the Fakir, 
immersed, as was to be expected, in the holy ser¬ 
vice which he was in the act of discharging, had 
paid no visible attention to the symbol of intima¬ 
tion which the Feringi Sahib (European gentle¬ 
man) had sent to him. Distracted with the loss 
of time, of which each moment was precious. 
Hartley next endeavoured to prevail on the Mus¬ 
sulman to interrupt the Fakir’s devotions with a 
verbal message; but the man was indignant at the 
very proposal. 

“ Dog of a Christian! ” he said, “ what art thou 
and thy whole generation, that Harak el 
should lose a divine thought for 'the sake of an 
infidel like thee ? ” 

Exasperated beyond self-possession, the unfortu¬ 
nate Hartley was now about to intrude upon the 
precincts of the Mosque in person, in hopes of 
interrupting the formal prolonged recitation which 
issued from its recesses, when an old man laid his 
hand on his shoulder, and prevented him from a 
rashness which might have cost him his life, 
saying, at the same time, “ You are a Sahib 
Angrezie [English gentleman]; I have been a 
Telinga [a private soldier] in the Company’s ser¬ 
vice, and have eaten their salt. I will do your 
errand for you to the Fakir Barak el Hadgi. ” 

So saying, he entered the Mosque, and presently 
returned with the Fakir’s answer, in these enigma¬ 
tical words : He who wo uld see the aim riap. nniiat, 
watch till thfl dawn. ’L, 
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With this poor subject of consolation, Hartley 
retired to his inn, to meditate on the futility of 
the professions of the natives, and to devise some 
other mode of finding access to Hyder than that 
which he had hitherto trusted to. On this point, 
however, he lost all hope, being informed by his 
late fellow-traveller, whom he found at the Khan, 
that the Nawaub was absent from the city on a 
secret expedition, which might detain him for two 
or three days. This was the answer which the 
Vakeel himself had received from the Dewan, 
with a further intimation, that he must hold him¬ 
self ready, when he was required, to deliver his 
credentials to Prince Tippoo, instead of the Na- 
waub; his business being referred to the former, 
in a way not very promising for the success of his 
mission. 

Hartley was now nearly thrown into despair. 
He applied to more than one officer supposed to 
have credit with the Nawaub, but the slightest 
hint of the nature of his business seemed to strike 
all with terror. Not one of the persons he applied 
to would engage in the affair, or even consent to 
give it a hearing; and the Dewan plainly told 
him, that to engage in opposition to Prince Tip- 
poo*s wishes was the ready way to destruction, 
and exhorted him to return to the coast. Driven 
almost to distraction by his various failures. 
Hartley betook himself in the evening to the 
Khan. The call of the Muezzins thundering from 
the minarets, had invited the faithful to prayers, 
when a black servant, about fifteen years old, stood 
before Hartley, and pronounced these words, de¬ 
liberately, and twice over — “ Thus says Barak 
el Hadgi, the watcher in the Mosque. He that 
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would see the sun rise, let him turn towards the 
east. ” He then left the caravanserai; and it may 
be well supposed that Hartley, starting from the 
carpet on which he had lain down to repose him¬ 
self, followed his youthful guide with renewed 
vigour and palpitating hope. 



CHAPTER XIV. 


' Twas the hour when rites unholy 
Caird each Paynira voice to prayer, 

And the star that faded slowly, 

Left to dews the freshened air. 

Day his sultry fires had wasted, 

Calm and cool the moonbeams shone; 

To the Vizier’s lofty palace 
One bold Christian came alone. 

Thomas Campbell. Quoted from memory. 


The twilight darkened into night so fast, that 
it was only by his white dress that Hartley could 
discern his guide, as he tripped along the splendid 
Bazaar of the city. But the obscurity was so far 
favourable, that it prevented the inconvenient at¬ 
tention which the natives might otherwise have 
bestowed upon the European in his native dress, 
a sight at that time very rare in Seringapatam. 

The various turnings and windings through 
which he was conducted ended at a small door in 
a wall, which, from the branches that hung over 
it, seemed to surround a garden or grove. 

The postern opened on a tap from his guide, and 
the slave having entered. Hartley prepared to fol¬ 
low, but stepped back as a gigantic African bran¬ 
dished at his head a scimitar three fingers broad. 
The young slave touched his countryman with a 
rod which he held in his hand, and it seemed as 
if the touch disabled the giant, whose arm and 



THE SURGEON’S DAUGHTER. 


459 

weapon sank instantly. / Hartley entered without 
further opposition, and was now in a grove of 
mango-trees, through which an infant moon was 
twinkling faintly amid the murmur of waters, the 
sweet song of the nightingale, and the odours of 
the rose, yellow jasmine, orange and citron flowers, 
and Persian narcissus. Huge domes and arches, 
which were seen imperfectly in the quivering 
light, seemed to intimate the neighbourhood of 
some sacred edifice, where the Fakir had doubtless 
taken up his residence. 

Hartley pressed on with as much haste as he 
could, and entered a side-door and narrow vaulted 
passage, at the end of which was another door. 
Here his guide stopped, but pointed and made 
indications that the European should enter. 
Hartley did so, and found himself in a small cell, 
such as we have formerly described, wherein sat 
Barak el Hadgi, with another Fakir, who, to judge 
from the extreme dignity of a white beard, which 
ascended up to his eyes on each side, must be a 
man of great sanctity, as well as importance. 

Hartley pronounced the usual salutation of 
Salam Alaikum in the most modest and deferential 
tone; but his former friend was so far from re¬ 
sponding in their former strain of intimacy, that, 
having consulted the eye of his older companion, 
he barely pointed to a third carpet, upon which 
the stranger seated himself cross-legged after the 
country fashion, and a profound silence prevailed 
for the space of several minutes. Hartley knew 
the Oriental customs too well to endanger the suc¬ 
cess of his suit by precipitation. He waited an 
intimation to speak. At length it came, and from 
Barak. 
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“ When the pilgrim Barak, ” he said, “ dwelt 
nt M^as, ne nad eyes and a tongue; but n ow Tie 
is guided by those of his father, the holy Scheik 
Hali ben Khaledoun, the superior of his convent. ” 

This extreme humility Hartley thought incon¬ 
sistent with the affectation of possessing superior 
influence. Which Barak had shown while at the 
Presidency; but exaggeration of their own conse¬ 
quence is a foible common to all who find them¬ 
selves in a land of strangers. Addressing the 
senior Fakir, therefore, he told him in as few 
words as possible the villanous plot which was 
laid to betray Menie Gray into the hands of the 
Prince Tippoo. He made his suit for the reverend 
father's intercession with the Prince himself, and 
with his father the Nawaub, in the most persua¬ 
sive terms. The Fakir listened to him with an 
inflexible and immovable aspect, similar to that 
with which a wooden saint regards his eager sup¬ 
plicants. There was a second pause, when, after 
resuming his pleading more than once. Hartley 
was at length compelled to end it for want of 
matter. 

The silence was broken by the elder Fakir, 
who, after shooting a glance at his younger com¬ 
panion by a turn of the eye, without the least 
alteration of the position of the head and body, 
said, The unbeliever has spoken like a poet. 
But does he think that the Nawaub Khan Hyder 
Ali Bahaudor will contest with his son Tippoo 
Jhe Victorious, tne possession of an infidel slave 

Hartley received at the same time a side-glance 
from Barak, as if encouraging him to plead his 
own cause. He suffered a minute to elapse, and 
then replied: — 
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“ The Nawaub is in the place of the Prophet, a 
judge over the low as well as high. It is written, 
that when the Prophet decided a controversy be¬ 
tween the two sparrows concerning a grain of rice, 
his wife Fatima said to him, ‘Doth the Missionary 
of Allah well to bestow his time in distributing 
justice on a matter so slight, and between such 
despicable litigants ? ’ — ‘ Know, woman,’ answered 
the Prophet, ‘ that the sparrows and the grain of 
rice are the creation of Allah. They are not worth 
more than thou hast spoken; but justice is a trea¬ 
sure of inestimable price, and it must be imparted 
by him who holdeth power to all who require it at 
his hand. The Prince doth the will of Allah, 
who gives it alike in small matters as in great, 
and to the poor as well as the powerful. ^ 
hungry bird, a grain of rice is as a chaplet of 
pearls to a sovereign. ’ — I have spoken.” 

" Hismallah! — Praised be God! he hath spoken 
like a Moullah, ” said the elder Fakir, with a 
little more emotion, and some inclination of his 
head towards Barak, for on Hartley he scarcely 
deigned even to look. 

“ The lips have spoken it which cannot lie, ” 
replied Barak, and there was again a pause. 

It was once more broken by Scheik Hali, who, 
addressing himself directly to Hartley, demanded 
of him, “ Hast thou heard, Feringi, of aught of 
treason meditated by this Kafr [infidel] against 
the Nawaub Bahaudor?” 

“ Out of a traitor cometh treason, ” said Hartley, 
“ but, to speak after my knowledge, I am not 
conscious of such design.” 

“ There is truth in the words of him, ” said the 
Fakir, “ who accuseth not his enemy save on his 
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knowledge. The things thou hast spoken shall 
be laid before the Nawaub; and as Allah and he 
will, so shall the issue be. Meantime, return to 
thy Khan, and prepare to attend the Vakeel of thy 
government, who is to travel with dawn to Banga¬ 
lore, the strong, the happy, the holy city. Peace 
be with thee! — Is it not so, my son ? ” 

Barak, to whom this appeal was made, replied, 
" Even as my father hath spoken. ” 

Hartley had no alternative but to arise and take 
his leave with the usual phrase, “ Salam — God’s 
peace be with you 1 ” 

His youthful guide, who waited his return 
without, conducted him once more to his Khan, 
through by-paths which he could not have found 
out without pilotage. His thoughts were in the 
meantime strongly engaged on his late interview. 
He knew the Moslem men of religion were not 
implicitly to be trusted. The whole scene might 
be a scheme of Barak, to get rid of the trouble of 
patronising a European in a delicate affair; and 
he determined to be guided by what should seem 
to confirm or discredit the intimation which he 
had received. 

On his arrival at the Khan, he found the Vakeel 
of the British government in a great bustle, pre¬ 
paring to obey directions transmitted to him by 
the Nawaub’s Dewan, or treasurer, directing him 
to depart the next morning with break of day for 
Bangalore. 

He expressed great discontent at the order, and, 
when Hartley intimated his purpose of accom¬ 
panying him, seemed to think him a fool for his 
pains, hinting the probability that Hyder meant 
to get rid of them both by means of the free- 
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hooters, through whose countries they were to pass 
with such a feeble escort. This fear gave way 
to another, when the time of departure came, at 
which moment there rode up about two hundred 
of the NTawaub’s native cavalry. The Sirdar who 
commanded these troops behaved with civility, 
and stated that he was directed to attend upon 
the travellers, and to provide for their safety and 
convenience on the journey; but his manner was 
reserved and distant, and the Vakeel insisted that 
the force was intended to prevent their escape, 
rather than for their protection. Under such un¬ 
pleasant auspices, the journey between Seringapa- 
tam and Bangalore was accomplished in two days 
and part of a third, the distance being nearly 
eighty miles. 

On arriving in view of this fine and populous 
city, they found an encampment already estab¬ 
lished within a mile of its walls. It occupied a 
tope, or knoll, covered with trees, and looked full 
on the gardens which Tippoo had created in one 
quarter of the city. The rich pavilions of the 
principal persons flamed with silk and gold; and 
spears with gilded points, or poles supporting gold 
knobs, displayed numerous little banners, inscribed 
with the name of the Prophet. Th is was the 

camp of thft Bftgn Tn MnnfPA Malinlj whn, with a 

small body of her troops, about two hundred men, 
was waiting the r eturn of Tippoo under the walls 
of Ban galore. ^ Their private motives for desiring 
a meeting the reader is acquainted with; to the 
public the visit of tl^e Begum had only the ap¬ 
pearance of an act of deference, frequently paid by 
inferior and subordinate princes to the patrons 
whom they depend upon. 
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These facts ascertained, the Sirdar of the 
Nawaub took up his own encampment within 
sight of that of the Begum, but at about half a 
mile’s distance, despatching to the city a messenger 
to announce to the Prince Tippoo, so soon as he 
should arrive, that he had come hither with the 
English Vakeel. 

The bustle of pitching a few tents was soon 
over, and Hartley, solitary and sad, was left to 
walk under the shade of two or three mango-trees, 
and looking to the displayed streamers of the 
Begum’s encampment, to reflect that amid these 
insignia of Mahomedanism Menie Gray remained, 
destined by a profligate and treacherous lover to 
the fate of slavery to a heathen tyrant. The 
consciousness of being in her vicinity added to the 
bitter pangs with which Hartley contemplated her 
situation, and reflected how little chance there 
appeared of his being able to rescue her from it by 
the mere force of reason and justice, which was 
all he could oppose to the selfish passions of a 
voluptuous tyrant. A lover of romance might 
have meditated some means of effecting her release 
by force or address; but Hartley, though a man of 
courage, had no spirit of adventure, and would 
have regarded as desperate any attempt of the 
kind. 

His sole gleam of comfort arose from the impres¬ 
sion which he had apparently made upon the elder 
Fakir, which he could not help hoping might be 
of some avail to him. But on one thing he was 
firmly resolved, and that was, not to relinquish 
the cause he had engaged in whilst a grain of hope 
remained. He had seen in his own profession a 
quickening and a revival of life in the patient’s 
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eye, even when glazed apparently by the hand of 
Death; and he was taught confidence amidst moral 
evil by his success in relieving that which was 
physical only. 

While Hartley was thus meditating, he was 
roused to attention by a heavy firing of artillery 
from the high bastions of the town; and turning 
his eyes in that direction, he could see advancing, 
on the northern side of Bangalore, a tide of ca¬ 
valry, riding tumultuously, forward, brandishing 
their spears in all different attitudes, and pressing 
their horses to a gallop. The clouds of dust 
which attended this vanguard, for such it was, 
combined with the smoke of the guns, did not per¬ 
mit Hartley to see distinctly the main body which 
followed; but the appearance of howdahed ele¬ 
phants, and royal banners dimly seen through the 
haze, plainly intimated the return of Tippoo to 
Bangalore; while shouts and irregular discharges 
of musketry announced the real or pretended 
rejoicing of the inhabitants. The city gates re¬ 
ceived the living torrent, which rolled towards 
them; the clouds of smoke and dust were soon dis¬ 
persed, and the horizon was restored to serenity 
and silence. 

The meeting between persons of importance, 
more especially of royal rank, is a matter of very 
great consequence in India, and generally much 
address is employed to induce the person receiving 
the visit to come as far as possible to meet the 
visitor. From merely rising up, or going to the 
edge of the carpet, to advancing to the gate of the 
palace, to that of the city, or, finally, to a mile or 
two on the road, is all subject to negotiation. But 
Tippoo’s impatience to possess the fair European 
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induced him to grant on this occasion a much 
greater degree of courtesy than the Begum had 
dared to expect, and he appointed his garden, 
adjacent to the city walls, and indeed included 
within the precincts of the fortifications, as the 
place of their meeting; the hour noon, on the day 
succeeding his arrival; for the natives seldom 
move early in the morning, or before having 
broken their fast. This was intimated to the 
Begum’s messenger by the Prince in person, as, 
kneeling before him, he presented the nuzzur (a 
tribute consisting of three, five, or seven gold 
mohurs, always an odd number), and received in 
exchange a Khelaut, or dress of honour. The 
messenger, in return, was eloquent in describing 
the importance of his mistress, her devoted vene¬ 
ration for the Prince, the pleasure which she 
experienced on the prospect of their motakul, or 
meeting, and concluded with a more modest com¬ 
pliment to his own extraordinary talents, and the 
confidence which the Begum reposed in him. He 
then departed; and orders were given that on the 
next day all should be in readiness for the Sowar- 
ree, a grand procession, when the Prince was to 
receive the Begum as his honoured guest at his 
pleasure-house in the gardens. 

Long before the appointed hour, the rendezvous 
of Fakirs, beggars, and idlers, before the gate of 
the palace, intimated the excited expectations of 
those who usually attend processions; while a 
more urgent set of mendicants, the courtiers, were 
hastening thither, on horses or elephants, as their 
means afforded, always in a hurry to show their 
zeal, and with a speed proportioned to what they 
hoped or feared. 
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At noon precisely, a discharge of cannon, placed 
in the outer courts, as also of matchlocks and of 
small swivels, carried by camels (the poor animals 
shaking their long ears at every discharge), an¬ 
nounced that Tippoo had mounted his elephant. 
The solemn and deep sound of the naggra, or state 
drum, borne upon an elephant, was then heard 
like the distant discharge of artillery, followed by 
a long roll of musketry, and was instantly answered 
by that of numerous trumpets and tom-toms (or 
common drums), making a discordant but yet a 
martial din. The noise increased as the procession 
traversed the outer courts of the palace in succes¬ 
sion, and at length issued from the gates, having 
at their head the Chobdars, bearing silver sticks 
and clubs, and shouting, at the pitch of their 
voices, the titles and the virtues of Tippoo, the 
great, the generous, the invincible — strong as 
Eustan, just as Noushirvan — with a short prayer 
for his continued health. 

After these came a confused body of men on 
foot, bearing spears, matchlocks, and banners, and 
intermixed with hoTsemen, some in complete 
shirts of mail, with caps of steel under their tur¬ 
bans, some in a sort of defensive armour, consis¬ 
ting of rich silk dresses, rendered sabre-proof by 
being stuffed with cotton. These champions pre¬ 
ceded the Prince, as whose bodyguards they acted. 
It was not till after this time that Tippoo raised 
his celebrated Tiger-regiment, disciplined and 
armed according to the European fashion. Im¬ 
mediately before the Prince came, on a small ele¬ 
phant, a hard-faced, severe-looking man, by office 
the distributer of alms, which he flung in showers 
of small copper money among the Fakirs and 
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beggars, whose scrambles to collect them seemed 
to augment their amount; while the grim-looking 
agent of Mahomedan charity, together with his 
elephant, which marched with half-angry eyes, 
and its trunk curled upwards, seemed both alike 
ready to chastise those whom poverty should 
render too importunate. 

Tippoo himself next appeared, richly apparelled, 
and seated on an elephant, which, carrying its 
head above all the others in the procession, seemed 
proudly conscious of superior dignity. The how- 
dah, or seat, which the Prince occupied was of 
silver, embossed and gilt, having behind a place 
for a confidential servant, who waved the great 
chowry, or cow-tail, to keep off the flies; but who 
could also occasionally perform the task of spokes¬ 
man, being well versed in all terms of flattery and 
compliment. The caparisons of the royal elephant 
were of scarlet cloth, richly embroidered with 
gold. Behind Tippoo came the various courtiers 
and officers of the household, mounted chiefly 
on elephants, all arrayed in their most splendid 
attire, and exhibiting the greatest pomp. 

In this manner the procession advanced down 
the principal street of the town, to the gate of the 
royal gardens. The houses were ornamented by 
broad cloth, silk shawls, and embroidered carpets 
of the richest colours, displayed from the veran¬ 
dahs and windows; even the meanest hut was 
adorned with some piece of cloth, so that the 
whole street had a singularly rich and gorgeous 
appearance. 

This splendid procession having entered the 
royal gardens, approached, through a long avenue 
of lofty trees, a chabootra, or platform of white 
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marble, canopied by arches of the same material, 
which occupied the centre. It was raised four or 
five feet from the ground, covered with white cloth 
and Persian carpets. In the centre of the platform 
was the musnud, or state cushion of the Prince, 
six feet square, composed of crimson velvet, richly 
embroidered. By especial grace, a small low 
cushion was placed on the right of the Prince, for 
the occupation of the Begum. In front of this 
platform was a square tank, or pond of marble, 
four feet deep, and filled to the brim with water 
as clear as crystal, having a large jet or fountain 
in the middle, which threw up a column of it to 
the height of twenty feet. 

The Prince Tippoo had scarcely dismounted 
from his elephant, and occupied the musnud, or 
throne of cushions, when the stately form of the 
Begum was seen advancing to the place of ren¬ 
dezvous. The elephant being left at the gate of 
the gardens opening into the country, opposite 
to that by which the procession of Tippoo had 
entered, she was carried in an open litter, richly 
ornamented with silver, and borne on the shoulders 
of six black slaves. Her person was as richly 
attired as silks and gems could accomplish. 

Richard Middlemas. as the Begfum^s general or 
Bukshee, walked nearest to her litter, in a dress 
as magnificent in itself as it was remote from all 
Eaiupeaii uustlliu'e, being that of a Banka, or 
Indian courtier. His turban was of rich silk and 
gold, twisted very hard, and placed on one side of 
his head, its ends hanging down on the shoulder. 
His mustaches were turned and curled, and his 
eyelids stained \Vith antimony. The vest was of 
gold brocade, with a cummerband, or sash, around 
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his waist, corresponding to his turban. He carried 
in his hand a large sword, sheathed in a scabbard 
of crimson velvet, and wore around his middle 
a broad embroidered sword-belt. What thoughts 
he had under this gay attire, and the bold bearing 
which corresponded to it, it would be fearful to 
unfold. His least detestable hopes were perhaps 
those which tended to save Menie Gray, by be¬ 
traying the Prince who was about to confide in 
him, and the Begum, at whose intercession Tippoo’s 
confidence was to be reposed. 

The litter stopped as it approached the tank, on 
the opposite side of which the Prince was s6ated 
on his musnud. Middlemas assisted the Begum 
to descend, and led her, deeply veiled with silver 
muslin, towards the platform of marble. The rest 
of the retinue of the Begum followed in their 
richest and most gaudy attire, all males, however; 
nor was there a symptom of woman being in her 
train, except that a close litter, guarded by twenty 
black slaves, having their sabres drawn, remained 
at some distance in a thicket of flowering shrubs. 

When Tippoo Saib, through the dim haze which 
hung over the Waterfall, discerned the splendid 
train of the Begum advancing, he arose from his 
musnud, so as to receive her near the foot of his 
throne, and exchanged greetings with her upon 
the pleasure of meeting, and inquiries after their 
mutual health. He then conducted her to the 
cushion placed near to his own, while his courtiers 
anxiously showed their politeness in accommo¬ 
dating those of the Begum with places upon the 
carpets around, where they all sat down cross- 
legged — Richard Middlemas occupying a conspi¬ 
cuous situation. 
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The people of inferior note stood behind, and 
amongst them was the Sirdar of Hyder Ali, with 
Hartley and the Madras Vakeel. It would be 
impossible to describe the feelings with which 
Hartley recognised the apostate Middlemas, and 
the Amazonian Mrs. Montreville. The sight of 
them worked up his resolution to make an appeal 
against them in full Durbar, to the justice which 
Tippoo was obliged to render to all who should 
complain of injuries. In the meanwhile, the 
Prince, who had hitherto spoken in a low voice, 
while acknowledging, it is to be supposed, the 
services and the fidelity of the Begum, now gave 
the sign to his attendant, who said, in an elevated 
tone, “ Wherefore, and to requite these services, 
the mighty Prince, at the request of the mighty 
Begum, Mootee Mahul, beautiful as the moon, and 
wise as the daughter of Giamschid, had decreed 
to take into his service the Bukshee of her armies, 
and to invest him, as one worthy of all confi¬ 
dence, with the keeping of his beloved capital of 
Bangalore. ” 

The voice of the crier had scarce ceased, when 
it was answered by one as loud, which sounded 
from the crowd of bystanders, Cursed is he who 
maketh the robber Leik his treasurer, or trusteth 
the lives of Mosleinah to the command of an 
apostate! ” 

With unutterable satisfaction, yet with trem¬ 
bling doubt and anxiety, Hartley traced the speech 
to the elder Fakir, the companion of Barak. 
Tippoo seemed not to notice the interruption, 
which passed for that of some mad devotee, to 
whom the Moslem princes permit great freedoms. 
The Durbar, therefore, recovered from their sur- 
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prise; and, in answer to the proclamation, united 
in the shout of applause which is expected to 
attend every annunciation of the royal pleasure. 

Their acclamation had no sooner ceased than 
Middlemas arose, bent himself before the musnud, 
and, in a set speech, declared his unworthiness of 
such high honour as had now been conferred, and 
his zeal for the Prince’s service. Something re¬ 
mained to be added, but his speech faltered, his 
limbs shook, and his tongue seemed to refuse its 
office. 

The Begum started from her seat, though con¬ 
trary to etiquette, and said, as if to supply the 
deficiency in the speech of her officer, “ My slave 
would say, that in acknowledgment of so great an 
honour conferred on my Bukshee, I am so void of 
means, that I can only pray your Highness will 
deign to accept a lily from Frangistan, to plant 
within the recesses of the secret garden of thy 
pleasures. Let my Lord’s guards carry yonder 
litter to the Zenana.” 

A female scream was heard, as, at a signal from 
Tippoo, the guards of his Seraglio advanced to 
receive the closed litter from the attendants of the 
Begum. The voice of the old Fakir was heard 
louder and sterner than before. — “ Cursed is the 
prince who barters justice for lust! He shall die 
in the gate by the sword of the stranger. ” 

This is too insolent! ” said Tippoo. " Drag 
forward that Fakir, and cut his robe into tatters 
on his back with your chabouks. ” ^ 

But a scene ensued like that in the-hall of Seyd. 
All who attempted to obey the command of the 
incensed despot fell back from the Fakir, as they 
1 Long whips. 



THE SURGEON’S DAUGHTER. 473 

would from the Angel of Death. He flung his cap 
and fictitious bea r d fi . a 

censed countenance of Tinpoo was subdued in an 
instant, when he encountered the stern and awful 
eye of his father. A sign dismissed him from 
the throne, which Hyder himself ascended, while 
the officious menials hastily disrobed him of his 
tattered cloak, and flung on him a robe of regal 
splendour, and placed on his head a jewelled 
turban. The Durbar rung with acclamations to 
Hyder Ali Khan Bahaudor, “ the good, the wise, 
the discoverer of hidden things, who cometh into 
the Divan like the sun bursting from the clouds. ” 

The Nawaub at length signed for silence, and 
was promptly obeyed. He looked majestically 
around him, and at length bent his look upon 
Tippoo, whose downcast eyes, as he stood before 
the throne with his arms folded on his bosom, 
were strongly contrasted with the haughty air of 
authority which he had worn but a moment before. 
“ Thou hast been willing, ” said the Nawaub, “ to 
barter the safety of thy capital for the possession 
of a 'white slave. But the beauty of a fair woman 
caused Solomon ben David to stumble in his path' 
how much more, then, should the son of Hyder 
Naig remain firm under temptation! — That men 
may see clearly, we must remove the light which 
dazzles them. Yonder Feringi woman must be 
placed at my disposal.” 

" To hear is to obey, ” replied Tippoo. while the 
deep gloom on his brow showed what his forced 
submission cost his proud and passionate spirit 
In the hearts of the courtiers present reigned the 
most eager curiosity to see the d6nouement of the 
scene, but not a trace of that wish was suffered to 
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manifest itself on features accustomed to conceal 
all internal sensations. The feelings of the Begum 
were hidden under her veil; while, in spite of a 
bold attempt to conceal his alarm, the perspiration 
stood in large drops on the brow of Richard Mid- 
dlemas. The next words of the Nawaub sounded 
like music in the ear of Hartley. 

" Carry the Feringi woman to the tent of the 
Sirdar Belash Cassim [the chief to whom Hartley. 
hpd hftp.n rommitit^^d] Let her be tended in all 
honour, and let him prepare to escort her, with 
the Vakeel and the Hakim Hartley, to the Payeen-^ 
Ghaut rthe countr y hf>nftAt. h the passes]^ answering 
for their safety with his head. ” The litter was 
on its road to the Sirdar’s tents ere the Nawaub 
had done speaking. “ For thee, Tippoo, ” continued 
Hyder, " I am not come hither to deprive thee of 
authority, or to disgrace thee before the Durbar. 
Such things as thou hast promised to this Feringi, 
proceed to make them good. The sun calleth no± 
back the splendour which he Jends to the moonj 
and the father pWnrog the dignity which he 

has conferred on t h^ What thou hast pro¬ 

mised, that do thou proceed to make good. ” 

The ceremony of investiture was therefore re¬ 
commenced, by which the Prince Tippoo conferred 
on Middjemas the important government of the 
city of Bangalore, probably with the internal reso¬ 
lution that, since he was himself deprived of the 
fair European, he would take an early opportu¬ 
nity to remove the new Killedar from his charge; 
while Middlemas accepted it with the throbbing 
hope that he might yet outwit both father and 
son. The deed of investiture was read aloud — 
the robe of honour was put upon the newly created 
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Killedar, and a hundred voices, while they blessed 
the prudent choice of Tippoo, wished the governor 
good fortune, and victory over his enemies. 

A horse was led forward, as the Prince’s gift. 
It was a fine steed of the Quttyawar breed, h igh- 
crested, with broad hind-quarters; he was of a 
white colour, but had the extremity of his tail and 
mane stained red. His saddle was red velvet, the 
bridle and crupper studded with gilded knobs. 
Two attendants on lesser horses led this prancing 
animal, one holding the lance, and the other the 
long spear of their patron. The horse was shown to 
the applauding courtiers, and withdrawn, in order 
to be led in state through the streets, while the 
new Killedar should follow on the elephant, an¬ 
other present usual on such an occasion, which 
was next made to advance, that the world might 
admire the munificence of the Prince. 

The huge animal approached the platform, shak¬ 
ing his large wrinkled head, which he raised and 
sank, as if impatient, and curling upwards his 
trunk from time to time, as if to show the gulf of 
his tongueless mouth. Gracefully retiring with 
the deepest obeisance, the Killedar, well pleased 
the audience was finished, stood by the neck of 
the elephant, expecting the conductor of the ani¬ 
mal would make him kneel down, that he might 
ascend the gilded howdah, which awaited his 
occupancy. 

" Hold, Feringi! ” said Hyder. " Thou hast re¬ 
ceived all that was promised thee by the bounty 
of Tippoo. Accept now what is the fruit of the 
justice of Hyder.” 

As he spoke, he signed with his finger, and the 
driver of the elephant instantly conveyed to the 
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animal the pleasure of the Nawaub. Curling his 
long trunk around the neck of the ill-fated Euro¬ 
pean, the monster suddenly threw the wretch pros¬ 
trate before him, and, stamping his huge shapeless 
foot upon his breast, put an end at once to his life 
and to his crimes. The cry which the victim 
uttered was mimicked by the roar of the monster, 
and a sound like an hysterical laugh mingling 
with a scream, which rang from under the veil of 
the Begum. The elephant once more raised his 
trunk aloft, and gaped fearfully. 

The courtiers preserved a profound silence; but 
Tippoo, upon whose muslin robe a part of the 
victim’s blood had spirted, held it up to the 
Nawaub, exclaiming, in a sorrowful yet resentful 
tone, “ Father — father — was it thus my promise 
should have been kept ? ” 

"Know, foolish boy,” said Hyder Ali, "that 
the carrion which lies there was in a pl ot to deliver 
Bangalore to the Feringi s a nd the Mahrattas., 
This Begum [she startea wnen she beard h^ elf 
named | has given us warning of the plot^ and has 
so merited her pardon for having originally con ¬ 
curred in it — whether altogether out of love to us 
we will not too curiously inquire. — Hence with 
that lump of bloody clay, and let the Hakim 
Hartley and the English Vakeel come before me. ” 

They were brought forward, while some of the 
attendants flung sand upon the bloody traces, and 
others removed the crushed corpse. 

" Hakim,” said Hyder, “ thou shalt return with 
the Feringi woman, and with gold to compensate 
her injuries, wherein the Begum, as is fitting, 
shall contribute a share. Do thou say to thy 
nation, Hyder Ali acts justly. ” The Nawaub then 
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inclined himself graciously to Hartley, and then 
turning to the Vakeel, who appeared much dis¬ 
composed, “ You have brought to me, ” he said, 
“ words of peace, while your masters meditated a 
treacherous war. It is not upon such as you that 
my vengeance ought to alight. But tell the Kafr 
[or infidel] Paupiah and his unworthy master that 
Hyder Ali sees too clearly to sufler to be lost by 
treason the advantages he has gained by war. 
Hitherto I have been in the Carnatic as a mild 
prince — in future I will be a destroying tempest! 
Hitherto I have made inroads as a compassionate 
and merciful conqueror — hereafter I will be the 
messenger whom Allah sends to the kingdoms 
which he visits in judgment! ” 

It is well known how dreadfully the Nawaub 
kept this promise, and how he and his son after¬ 
wards sank before the discipline and bravery of 
the Europeans. The scene of just punishment 
which he so faithfully exhibited might be owing 
to his policy, his internal sense of right, and to 
the ostentation of displaying it before an English¬ 
man of sense and intelligence, or to all of these 
motives mingled together — but in what propor¬ 
tions it is not for us to distinguish. 

Hartley reached the coast in safety with his 
precious charge, rescued from a dreadful fate when 
she was almost beyond hope. But the nerves and 
constitution of Menie Gray had received a shock 
from which she long suffered severely, and never 
entirely recovered. The principal ladies of the 
settlement, moved by the singular tale of her dis¬ 
tress, received her with the utmost kindness, and 
exercised towards her the most attentive and affec¬ 
tionate hospitality. The Nawaub, faithful to his 
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promise, remitted to her a sum of no less than ten 
thousand gold mohurs, extorted, as was surmised, 
almost entirely from the hoards of the Begum 
Mootee Mahul, or Montreville. Of the fate of 
that adventuress nothing was known for certainty; 
but her forts and government were taken into 
Hyder’s custody, and report said that, her power 
being abolished and her consequence lost, she died 
by poison, either taken by herself, or administered 
by some other person. 

It might be thought a natural conclusion of the 
history of Menie Gray that she should have mar¬ 
ried Hartley, to whom she stood much indebted 
for his heroic interference in her behalf. But her 
feelings were too much and too painfully agitated, 
her health too much shattered, to permit her to en¬ 
tertain thoughts of a matrimonial connection, even 
with the acquaintance of her youth and the cham¬ 
pion of her freedom. Time might have removed 
these obstacles, but not two years after their ad¬ 
ventures in Mysore the gallant and disinterested 
Hartley fell a victim to his professional courage, 
in withstanding the progress of a contagious dis¬ 
temper, which he at length caught, and under 
which he sank. He left a considerable part of the 
moderate fortune which he had acquired to Menie 
Gray, who, of course, did not want many advan¬ 
tageous offers of a matrimonial character. But 
she respected the memory of Hartley too much to 
subdue in behalf of another the reasons which 
induced her to refuse the hand which he had so 
well deserved — nay, it may be thought, had so 
fairly won. 

She returned to Britain — what seldom occurs — 
unmarried though wealthy, and, settling in her 
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native village, appeared to find her only pleasure 
in acts of benevolence which seemed to exceed the 
extent of her fortune, had not her very retired life 
been taken into consideration. Two or three per¬ 
sons with whom she was intimate could trace in 
her character that generous and disinterested sim¬ 
plicity and affection which were the groundwork 
of her character. To the world at large her habits 
seemed those of the ancient Homan matron, which 
is recorded on her tomb in these four words, 

Domum mansit — Lanam fecit. 



MR CROFTANGEY’S CONCLUSION. 


If you tel] a good jest, 

Aud please all the rest, 

Comes Dingley, and asks you, “ What was it 1 ” 

And before she can know. 

Away she will go 
To seek an old rag in the closet. 

Dean Swift. 

While I was inditing the goodly matter which my 
readers have just perused, I might be said to go 
through a course of breaking-in to stand criticism, 
like a shooting-pony to stand fire. By some of 
those venial breaches of confidence, which always 
take place on the like occasions, my private flirta¬ 
tions with the Muse of Fiction became a matter 
whispered in Miss Fairscribe’s circle, some orna¬ 
ments of which were, I suppose, highly interested 
in the progress of the affair, while others " really 
thought Mr. Chrystal Croftangry might have had 
more wit at his time of day. ” Then came the sly 
intimation, the oblique remark, all that sugar¬ 
lipped raillery which is fitted for the situation of 
a man about to do a foolish thing, whether it be to 
publish or to marry, and that accompanied with 
the discreet nods and winks of such friends as are 
in the secret, and the obliging eagerness of others 
to know all about it. 

At length the affair became so far public that I 
was induced to face a tea-party with my manu¬ 
script in my pocket, looking as simple and modest 



THE SURGEON’S DAUGHTER. 


481 


as any gentleman of a certain age need to do upon 
such an occasion. When tea had been carried 
round, handkerchiefs and smelling-bottles pre¬ 
pared, I had the honour of reading “ The Surgeon’s 
Daughter” for the entertainment of the evening. 
It went off excellently. My friend Mr. Fair- 
scribe, who had been seduced from his desk to join 
the literaiy circle, only fell asleep twice, and 
readily recovered his attention by help of his snuff¬ 
box. The ladies were politely attentive, and when 
the cat, or the dog, or a next neighbour, tempted 
an individual to relax, Katie Fairscribe was on 
the alert, like an active whipper-in, with look, 
touch, or whisper, to recall them to a sense of 
what was going on. Whether Miss Katie was thus 
active merely to enforce the literary discipline of 
her coterie, or whether she was really interested 
by the beauties of the piece, and desirous to 
enforce them on others, I will not venture to ask, 
in case I should end in liking the girl — and she 
is really a pretty one — better than wisdom would 
warrant, either for my sake or hers. 

I must own, my story here and there flagged a 
good deal; perhaps there were faults in my read¬ 
ing, for while I should have been attending to 
nothing but how to give the words effect as they 
existed, I was feeling the chilling consciousness, 
that they might have been, and ought to have 
been, a great deal better. However, we kindled 
up at last when we got to the East Indies, although 
on the mention of tigers an old lady, whose tongue 
had been impatient for an hour, broke in with, 
“ I wonder if Mr. Croftangry ever heard the story 
of Tiger Tullideph ? ” and had nearly inserted the 
whole narrative as an episode in my tale. She 

YOL. IL —31 
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was, however, brought to reason, and the subse¬ 
quent mention of shawls, diamonds, turbans, and 
cummerbands had their usual effect in awakening 
the imaginations of the fair auditors. At the 
extinction of the faithless lover in a way so hor¬ 
ribly new, I had, as indeed I expected, the good 
fortune to excite that expression of painful inte¬ 
rest which is produced by drawing in the breath 
through the compressed lips; nay, one miss of 
fourteen actually screamed. 

At length my task was ended, and the fair circle 
rained odours upon me, as they pelt beaux at the 
Carnival with sugar-plums, and drench them with 
scented spices. There was " Beautiful! ” and 
“ Sweetly interesting! ” and “ Oh, Mr. Croft- 
angry ! ” and “ How much obliged! ” and “ What 
a delightful evening! ” and “ Oh, Miss Katie, how 
could you keep such a secret so long ? ” While 
the dear souls were thus smothering me with rose- 
leaves, the merciless old lady carried them all off 
by a disquisition upon shawls, which she had the 
impudence to say arose entirely out of my story. 
Miss Katie endeavoured to stop the flow of her 
eloquence in vain; she threw all other topics out 
of the field, and from the genuine Indian she made 
a digression to the imitation shawls now made at 
Paisley, out of real Thibet wool, not to be known 
from the actual Country shawl, except by some 
inimitable cross-stitch in the border. “ It is 
well,* said the old lady, wrapping herself up in 
a rich Kashmire, " that there is some way of 
knowing a thing that cost fifty guineas from an 
article that is sold for five; but I venture to say 
there are not one out of ten thousand that would 
understand the difference.* 
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The politeness of some of the fair ladies would 
now have brought back the conversation to the 
forgotten subject of our meeting. “ How could 
you, Mr. Croftangry, collect all these hard words 
about India ? — you were never there ? ” — “ No, 
madam, I have not had that advantage; but, like 
the imitative operatives of Paisley, I have com¬ 
posed my shawl by incorporating into the woof 
a little Thibet wool, which my excellent friend 
and neighbour. Colonel Mackerris, one of the best 
fellows who ever trod a Highland moor, or dived 
into an Indian jungle, had the goodness to supply 
me with.” 

My rehearsal, however, though not absolutely 
and altogether to my taste, has prepared me in 
some measure for the less tempered and guarded 
sentence of the world. So a man must learn to 
encounter a foil before he confronts a sword; and 
to take up my original simile, a horse must be 
accustomed to a feu de joie before you cbjx ride 
him against a volley of balls. Well, Corporal 
Nym's philosophy is not the worst that has been 
preached, " Things must be as they may. ” If my 
lucubrations give pleasure, I may again require 
the attention of the courteous reader; if not, here 
end the 


Chronicles of the Canongate. 




EDITOK’S NOTES. 


(a) p. 259. “The honoured door.” This description, of 
course, does not apply to the house of Dr. Clarkson, the model 
of Gideon Gray. His house was on the market-place. 

(h) p. 287. “A bridge composed of red-hot iron.” The 
bridge is not peculiar to Mussulman views of the future life. 
It is usually described as razor-edged, “ the bridge of Sirat.” 
The Ojibiway faith supplies its' place by a fallen tree, and 
Brig o’ Dread occurs in “ The Lykewake Dirge ” and “ The 
Border Minstrelsy.” St. Boniface mentions such a bridge, 
and, as a river usually divides Hades from the world in my¬ 
thology, a bridge is almost a necessity, though Aztec souls 
swim across aided by dogs, and Homer’s hero crossed “in a 
black ship.” 

(c) p. 294. “Galatian.” He is a character of unknown 
origin in the Christmas play of the Guizards, now so old in 
tradition that its meaning, if ever it had any, is lost. 

(d) p. 334. In the first and magnum opus editions the 
latter part of this sentence appears as “ the enchantresses who 
perfumed their voluptuous Eastern domes,” though Scott pro¬ 
bably wrote “ performed their voluptuous Eastern dances,” as 
in the corrected text of this edition. The sentence made no 
sense as it stood uncorrected in the proof-sheets of “ The Sur¬ 
geon’s Daughter.” Mrs. Sherwood, of all unlikely people, 
admits the fascination of the Nautch girls, and wrote a novel 
on the subject. 

{e) p. 357. “ Tom of Ten Thousand.” The nickname of 
Thomas Thynne of Longleat, an ancestor of the Bath family, 
who was murdered in Fall Mall, on account of a love- 
adventure. 

(/) P- 394. “The law of Scotland.” If hardly so good-1 
natured as Middlemas declarers, the Scots law does legitimise, 
on maniage, children of the wedded couple bom before the 
ceremony. 
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(g) p. 444. “ My friend Mr. Fairscribe.” The critical part 
here ascribed to Mr. Fairscribe was really played by Colonel 
James Ferguson, the Colonel Mackerris of the concluding 
chapter. 

Andrew Lang. 

June 1894. 
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A’, all. 

Abtine, above. 

Abye, to pay for, to atone for. 

Accolade, the ceremony of con¬ 
ferring knighthood. 

Ae, one. 

Aigrette, a small plume. 

Ain, own. 

“ Alla Akbar! ** God is great! 

** Alla ilia alia, Mohamed reaoul 
aUa,** God is God; Moham¬ 
med, the prophet of God. 

Arblast, a cross-bow. 

Argosy, a Mediterranean trad¬ 
ing vessel in the late Middle 
Ages. 

Assoilzie, to pardon, to acquit. 

Atmeidan, a circus, exercise 
ring. 

Attaint, a successful hit, stroke; 
also, an object. 

Auld, old. 

Aya, a black female nurse, gen¬ 
erally a native of India. 

Baith, both. 

Banka, a courtier. 

Baron-bailie, the baron’s deputy 
in a burgh of barony. 

Barret-oap, a military cap. 

Bastinado, a mode of Eastern 
unishment, the culprit being 
eaten on the bare soles of the 
feet with rods. 

Baulder, bolder. 

Bedral, a sexton or beadle. 

Begum, a lady of high rank. 

Belive, immediately. 

Bent, ta*en the,** taken to the 


open field, provided for one’s 
safety. 

BismUlah! in the name of God ! 

Blate, civil, bashful. 

“ Bonnie dye,** pretty toy. 

Browst, a brewing; as much as 
is brewed at one timA 

Brusten, burst. 

Bukshee, a general. 

Cacaabulum, a small cooking- 
pot. 

Canny, careful. 

Carle, a fellow, a person. 

Carline, an old woman. 

Chabootra, a platform. 

Chabouk, a long whip. 

Chield, a fellow, a person. 

Chobdar, an usher, a mace- 
bearer. 

Chowry, a flap or fan made of a 
cow’s tail. 

Chudde-stanes, five stones — a 
child’s game. 

Claver, chatter, tattling. 

** Cleek to,** to seize upon. 

Clocking-hen, a hen sitting on 

eggB. 

Cowries, small shells used as 
money in India. 

Creeze, kris, a short knife or 
sword worn in the East. 

Cresset, a fixed candlestick, or 
small portable fire. 

Crimpixig, kidnapping men for 
the army or the navy. 

Crore, ten million rupees, about 

£ 1 , 000 , 000 . 

Cummerband, a sash. 
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DafELng, free conversation, fro¬ 
licking. 

Daidling-bit, a path for dawdling 
or sauntering on. 

Dais, a canopy; also, the chief 
table, usually placed somewhat 
higher than the others. 

Dewan, a treasurer. 

Dixma, do not. 

Divan, the council of an Eastern 
sovereign. 

"Dormant table," a fixed sta¬ 
tionary tai>le, as distinguished 
from one made of boards 
laid on trestles, which was the 
usual fashion in the Middle 
Ages. 

Dour, stubborn, hard and im¬ 
penetrable in body or mind. 

Dowrah, the official guide of a 
Hindoo village. 

Dromond, a large transport ves¬ 
sel. 

Dubash, a steward. 

Durbar, an official reception. 

" Dye, bonnie," pretty toy. 

Ee, een, the eye, eyes. 

" Evoe, evoe!" exclamations 
used by the worshippers of 
Bacchus. 

Faitour, an evil-doer, a scoun¬ 
drel, a traitor. 

Fakir, a religious enthusiast. 

Fanfaronade, vain boasting, 
swaggering. 

Fash, to trouble. 

Fause-faoe, a false-face, a mask. 

Felucca, a light vessel. 

Feringis, Franks—that is, Euro¬ 
peans of all nationalities. 

"Feriagi Sahib," a European 
gentleman. 

Florentine(veal), a pie. 

Flyting, scolding. 

Fyke* trouble, pains, worry.. 

Qambade, gambaud, a leap, a 
spring. 

Oate, way, direction. 


Genie, a supernatural being or 
agent in Oriental myths and 
t^es. 

Gie, to give. 

" Giming and gabbling," grin* 
ning and talking. 

Gled, a kite. 

Glowering, staring. 

GowfiGLng, playing golf. 

Hakim, a physician. 

Hank, a hold, a position. 

Haram, the women’s apartments 
in an Orientars house; also 
the women, the wives and their 
attendants, taken collectively. 

BCaud, hold. 

Hie, high, principal (street). 

Hookah, tne Oriental tobacco- 
pipe. 

Houri, a lovely maiden in the 
Mohammedan paradise. 

Howdahed (of an elephant), pro¬ 
vided with a howdah, an en¬ 
closed seat for persons to ride 
in. 

Hye-spye, a child's game. 

Ichor, a fluid that in the gods 
answered to the blood of hu¬ 
man bodies. 

Jalousing, suspecting, opining. 

Jigger-dubber, a door-shutter, 
a porter. 

" Jouk and let the jaw gae by," 
stoop, or give way, and let the 
wave pass. 

Kaffila, a caravan of merchauts. 

Kafr, an infidel, from the stand¬ 
point of a Mohammedan. 

Ken, to know. 

Kend, knew, known. 

Kerne, light-armed foot-soldiers. 

Khan, an Oriental inn. 

Khelant, a dress of honour. 

Killedar, the governor or com¬ 
mandant of a fort. 

Kirtle, a gown, an outer petti¬ 
coat. 
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Iiac, the sum of 100,000 rupees 

= £ 10 , 000 . 

Ijanff, lone. 

Iieddy, a lady. 

lielies, the name given to the 
Arab shout of onset. 

Lesuries, pastures. 

lioon, a fellow, a rogue; a rustic 
boy. 

liuclbr} dame; a title given to 
old women. 

Mair, more. 

Maud, a Lowland plaid. 

Mohur, an Indian gold coin, 
worth 30.V. 

Mootee Mahul,” pearl of the 
palace—a term of endearment. 

Mort>skiii, the skin of a lamb or 
sheep that has died accident¬ 
ally. 

Mosque, a Mohammedan place 
of worship. 

Motakul, a meeting. 

MouUah, a Mohammedan priest. 

Muezzin, the officer of a mosque 
who announces the hours of 
prayer from a lofty minaret or 
slender tower. 

Muscadel, a sweet strong wine 
of Italy and France. 

Musnud, a state cushion. 

Mutcbkin, an English pint. 

Nabob, a provincial governor or 
commander of an army in 
India; also, a rich man who 
has made his fortune in India. 

Na^sra, a state dance. . 

Nautch, a spectacle by profes¬ 
sional dancers. { 

Niddering, xdtbing, a worthless ' 
person, stamping a man as an I 
outcast and utterly vile. 

Nourjeban, light of the world, 
a term of endearment. 

Nullah, a small brook or torrent. 

Nuzzar, a tribute of gold mohurs. 

Ony, any. 

Owliah, or wall, a Mohammedan 
saint. 
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Pagoda, a Hindoo temple. 

Palmer, a pilgrim to the Holy 
Liand. 

Paynlm, pagan, heathen. 

Pettah, the town or suburb out¬ 
side a fortified place. 

Pibroch, an air on the bag¬ 
pipes. 

Pistrinum, a corn-mill worked 
by an ass or a horse. Slaves 
were sometimes harnessed to it 
as a mode of punishment. 

Podagra, the gout. 

Queans, wenches. 

Baiah, a Hindoo prince who is a 
ruler of territories. 

Bajahpoot, a noble or aristocrat 
of India. 

Baplooh, coarse woollen, home- 

! spun. 

I Battan, a species of cane. 

Bose-noble, an old gold coin, 
worth 6.S. 8d. 

Bupee, a silver coin of India, 
nominally worth 2*'. 

** Sahib Angrezie,*’ an English 
gentleman. 

; Salam, a curtsey or obeisance. 

** Salam alaikum! ” Peace be 
with you! 

** Salam alaikum bema sebar- 
tem! ” Peace abide with you, 
for that ye have endured pa¬ 
tiently. 

" Scunner, to gie a,” to exhibit 
loathing or disgust at. 

SebastoB, august. 

Sem6e, strewn, sown. 

Sequin, a gold coin worth about 
9s. 6c?. 

Seraglio, women's quarters in the 
palace of an Eastern prince. 

Shieling, a hut. 

Sicarius, an assassin. 

Siller, silver, money. 

Sipahi, Sepoy, a native foot-sol¬ 
dier in India. 

Sirdar, a chieftain, an officer. 

Sk a i t h lesa, unhurt, uninjured. 
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Skirls, screams. 

Souple, supple, active. 

Sowar, a native cavalry-man in 
Indian armies. 

Sowarree, a grand procession. 

Spxingald, a youth, an active 
young man. 

Stadia, a Greek measure of dis¬ 
tance, equivalent to 200 yards. 

Syllabub, a dish of wine with 
milk or cream, a sort of curd. 

Tatoo, a small horse of Southern 
India. 

Tecbir, the Arab shout of on¬ 
set. 

Telinga, a native soldier in the 
East India Company’s Service. 

Thae, these, those. 


Theme, a province or division of 
the Byzantine empire. 

Threep, to persist. 

Ultramontane, be^^ond the 
mountains — that is, north of 
the Alps. 

Vakeel, a government messenger. 

Vavasour, a vassal of intermedi¬ 
ate rank. 

Weans, children. 

Yin, one. 

2Senana, the harem, or wives, 
with their attendants, of an 
Indian prince or noble. 


THE END. 


Prinici fiy ballantynb, Hanson & ca 
Edinburgh and London 




